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To Her GRACE the 


DUTCHES 8 
OF 


HAMILTON. 


I is frequent to make 
Addreſſes of this Na- 
ture at the Front of 
Books to implore fu- 
ture Patronage, but 1 do not know 


of any Acknowledgments expreſſed 
e uf. © this 


DEDICATION. 

this way for Favour towards Wri- 
tings, after they have appear'd inthe 
World. I am ſure there is a juſter 
Pretence for taking the Liberty of 
preſenting a Dedication in Grati- 
tude for Protection already gran- 
ted, than to ſupplicate ſuch an Ob- 
- Iigation. Your Grace will, there- 
fore, forgive me, that I lay before 
You an Edition of a Book, which 
I believe would never have appear- 
ed, had not theſe Plays been acted 

at Lour Requeſt, long after the 
Run of them, as the Phraſe is, Was 
over in the Town. If You: will 
pleaſe to continue to them, by Your 
Influence, the Life to which You 
' reſtored em, You will, I hope, do 
an 


DEDICATION. 


an Act not unworthy that Ingenu- 
ous Temper, which makes You ſo 
Affectionately promote the more 
liberal Entertainments of the Stage · 
I have the Confidence to fay thus 
much for theſe Comedies, becauſe 
they are certainly Inoffenfive, if 
they do not deſerve to be called 
Inſtructive. But I have ſaid the 
beſt thing I can to recommend 
them, when I have declared they 
have Vour Grace's Approbation. 
For, in Writing Plays, not to 
diſpleaſe ſuch whoſe Minds are 
filled with the worthieſt Ideas of 
what is Laudable in real Life, is 
much more than to eſcape the Cen. 
{ſure of ſuch as are more inclined to 
| obſerve 


DEDICATTIO N. 


obſerve the Condut of the Cha. 
racters, as they are part of a Dra- 
matick Entertainment. 

If this elegant Taſte (with rela- 
tion to Writings) in which your 
Grace excels, were more frequent- 
ly the Ambition of Ladies to at- 
tain, I do not know but a Con- 
verſation built upon the Characters 
in a well-wrought Play, might be 
almoſt as Inſtructive as the com- 
mon Practice among them, of pul- 


ling to Pieces the Conduct of fa- 
miliar Friends, or rehearſing defa- 
matory Reports of thoſe to whom 
they are Strangers. 

But ſuch Meanneſs ought not to 
be mentioned in an Epiſtle to the 
Dutchefs 
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DEDICATION. 


Dutcheſs of HAMILTON, 'whoſe 


whole Behaviour is the lively. Ex- 
preſſion of that ſort of good Breed- 
ing which is founded on the Prin- 
ciples of good Nature and Gene- 
roſity. | 

Your Favour is ever beſtowed 
on the Unfortunate, and Your Praiſe 


on the Abſent. The juſt Conde- 


ſcenſion with which 'Your Conver- 
ſation is always adorned, at once 
gives Speech to the Humble, and 


Silence to the Preſumptuous, Your 


Aﬀability to me, when I have 


the Honour to wait upon You, 


and the very kind Things, You 
have ſo frequently ſaid of theſe 
Writings in my Abſence, put me 

under 


DEDICATION. 


under a Temptation of falling in- In 
to the uſual Language of Dedi. 
.cations- But I know this would In 
be highly Offenſive to You, and | 
for this Reaſon I forbear to tell 
You, that Your High Station in 
the World is as eaſie to Your In- 
feriors as Your Self; that were| 
Lou to appear any where unknown, 
all that ſhould converſe with You, 
would believe or wiſh Your Qua- 
lity what it is; and that all who | 
know You think it as impoſlible | 
to Envy You, as not to Eſteem | 
| You. As for this Acknowledg- | 
ment which I here make You, for 
Your Partiality to theſe Comedies, 
all I can ſay is, that I ſhall think | 
e ee | 


DEDICATION. 


my ſelf very happy, if you find, 

pon reading them again, that it is 

Ino Diminution to You, (what is 

Ia great Addition to me) that I 
am,, 


MADAM, 


Tour Grace*s 


Mot Oblig d and 
Moft Obedient, 


Humble Servant, 


Richard Steele. 
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Ut Qu: conducti plorant in Funere, dicunt 
Ez Faciunt prope plura dolentibus ex animo, fis 
Deriſor Vero plus Laudatore movetur. Hor. 


Printed in the YEAR 1717: 


To the Right Honourable the 


COUN TESS 


O F 


AL B EMA RL E. 


1 MONG the many 
ANE 


5 Novelties with which 
our LADYSRIP, a 
3, . Stranger in our Na- 
tion, is daily enter- 
tain'd, 'You have not yet been 
made acquainted with the Poetical 
ig Liberty, the Right of De- 
A 2 dication; 


DEDICATION. 


Aication ; which Entitles us to a 
Privilege of Celebrating whatever 


for its Native Excellence is the 


juſt Object of Praiſez and is an 
Ancient Charter, by which the 
Muſes have always a Free Acceſs 
to the Habitation of the Graces. 

Hence it is that this Comedy 
waits on Your Ladyſhip, and pre- 
ſumes to Welcome You amongſt 
us; tho? indeed, Madam, we are 
ſurpriz'd to ſee You bring with 
You, what we thought was of our 
own Growth only, an agreeable 
Beauty; Nay, we muſt affure 
You, that we cannot give up fo 


Dear an Article of our Glory, but 
aſſert it by our Right in You: For 


if *tis a Maxim founded on the No- 
bleſt Human Law, that of Hoſpi- 
why, that every Soil is a Brave 
5 Man's 
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DEDICATION: 


Man's Country, England has a ve- 
ry juſt Pretence of Claiming as 4 
Native, a Daughter of Mr. Fra- 
I venmore. | 
But Your Ladyſhip is not only 
endear'd to us by the great Ser- 
vices of your Father, but alſo by 
the kind Offices of your Husband, 
whoſe Frank Carriage falls in with 
our Genius, which is Free, Open, 
and Unreſerv'd; In this the Gene- 
roſity of your Tempers makes Vou 
both Excel in fo peculiar a Man- 
ner, that your Good Actions are 
their own Reward; nor can they 
be return'd with Ingratitude, for 
none can forget the Benefits You 
Confer ſo ſoon as You do Your 
Selves. 
But Ve have a more indiſputable 
Title to a Dramatick Performance, 
92«3 3 than 


2 


DEDICATION. 


than all theſe Advantages; for You 
are. Your ſelves, in a Degenerate | 
low Age, the Nobleſt Characters 
which that fine Paſſion that ſup- 
ports the Stage, has inſpir'd; and 
as Vou have practis d as generous 


a Fidelity as the Fancies of Poets 
have ever drawn in their Expecting 
Lovers, ſo may Vou Enjoy as high 
a Proſperity as ever they have be- 
ſtow'd on their Rewarded: This 
You may poſleſs in an happy Secu* 
rity, for Your Fortunes cannot 


move ſo much Envy, as Your Per- 


{ons Love. I am, 


Mapa M, 


Your Ladyſbip's moſt Devoted 


Humble Servant, f 


Richard Steele. 


Nee 


1 W Tax 1 Ss AQ. a © _ 


J PREFACE. 


nour'd with the Preſence of the Duke 

| of n who is as diitinguiſh- 
ed by his Fine Underſtanding as High Quali- 
ty; The Innocence of it mov'd him to the 
Humanity of Expreſſing himſelf in its Fa- 
your. Tis his manner to be pleas'd where he 
is not offended; a Condeſcenſion which deli- 
cate Spirits are oblig'd to for their own Eaſe, 
for they would have but a very ill time of it, 
if they ſuffer'd themſelves to be diverted with 
nothing but what could bear their Judgment. 
That Elegant and Illuſtrious Perſon, will, I 
hope, pardon my Gratitude to the Town, 
which obliges me to report ſo ſubſtantial a Rea» 
ſon for their Approbation of this Play, as that. 
he permitted it: But I know not in what Words 
to thank my Fellow-Soldiers for their Warmth 
and Zeal in my behalf, nor to what to attribute 
their undeſerved Favour, except it be that tis 


T Rehearſal of this Comedy was ho- 


X habitual to 'em to run to the Succour of thoſe 


* ſee in Danger 

he Subject of the Drama tis hoped will be 
acceptable to all Lovers of Mankind, ſince Ri- 
dicule is partly levell'd at a Seit of People who 


live in, impatient Hopes to ſee us out of the 
0 A 4 World, 


PREFACE. 


World, a Flock of Ravens that attend this nu- 
merous City for their Carkaſſes; but indeed tis 


not in the power of any Pen to ſpeak em better 
than ey do- themſelves: As for Example,.on | 
juſt now paſt by, a great Artiſt thus | 


a Door 
informs us of his Cures upon the Dead ; 


W. W. Known and Approved for bis Art of 
Embalming, having preſerued the Corps of a 
Gentlewoman ſweet and entire Thirteen Years, 
without Embowelling, and has reduced the Bo- 
dies of ſeveral Perſons of Quality to Sweetneſs in 
Flanders and Ireland, after Nine Months Pu- 
trefattion in the Ground, and they were known 
by their Friends in England. Ne May perform 
eth the like. 


He muſt needs be ſt ly in love with this 
Life, who is not touch'd with this kind In- 
vitation to be Pickled ; and the noble Operator 
mult be allow'd a very uſeful Perſon for bring · 
ing old Friends together; nor would it be un- 
worthy his Labour to give us an Account at 


large of the ſweet Converſation that aroſe up- 
on meeting ſuch an entire Friend as he men- 


tions. 


its being downright Fact, could make a rati- 
onal Creature believe *twere poſſible to arrive 


at this Fantaſtick Poſthumous Folly ? Not at the 


fame time but that *twere Buffoonery rather 
than Satyr to explode all Funeral Honours ; 
but then it is certainly neceſſary to make em ſuch 
that the Mourners ſhould be in earneſt, and the 

| FR Lamente@ 


But to be Serious ; Is there any thing, but | 
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Lamented worthy of our Sorrow: But this Pur- 
poſe is ſo far from being ſery'd, that it is utter-- 
ly deſtroy'd by the manner of Proceeding among 
us, Where the Obſequies which are due only to 
the Beſt and Higheft of human Race (to admo- 
niſh their ſhort Survivors that neither Wit, nor 
Valour, nor Wiſdom, nor Glory can ſuſpend 
our Fate) are proſtituted, and beſtow'd upon 
ſuch as have nothing in Common with Men, 
but their Mortality. 

But the dead Man is not to paſs off fo eaſily, 
for his laſt Thoughts are alſo to fuffer Diſſecti- 
on, and it ſeems there is an Art to be learn'd to- 
ſpeak our own Senſe in other Mens Words, 
and a Man in a Gown that never ſaw his Face 
ſhall tell you immediately the Deſign of the De- 
ceas'd, better than all his old Acquaintance ;, 
which is ſo perfect an Hocus Pocus, that with 
out you can repeat ſuch and ſuch Words, you 
cannot convey what is in your Hands into ano- 
ther's ; but far be it from any Man's Thought 
to ſay there are not Men of ſtrict Integrity of the 
Long Robe, tho” it is not every good 
Fortune to meet with em. 

However the daily legal Villanies- we ſee 
committed, will alfo be eſteem'd things proper 
to be proſecuted by Satyr, nor could our en- 
ſuing Lepilltiv do their Country a more ſea- 
ſonable Office than to look into the Diſtreſſes 
of an unhappy People, who groan perhaps in as 
much Miſer y under intangled, as they could do- 
under broken Laws; nor could there be a Re- 
ward high enough aflign'd for a great Genius, 


et ſuch may be found, 1 has Capacity ſuffi- 
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PREFACE. 


ſufficient to glance through the falſe Colonrs 
that are put upon us, and propoſe to the Engliſh 
World, a Method of making Juſtice flow in 
an uninterrupted Stream; there is ſo clear a 
Mind in being, whom we will name in Words 
that of all Men breathing can be only ſaid of 
him; Tis he that is Excellent | 


Sen lingnam cauſis acuit, ſen Civica Jura 
Reſponſare parat, ſeu condit amabile carmen. 


Other Enemies that may ariſe againſt this poor 
Play are indeed leſs terrible, but much more 
powerful than theſe, and they are the Ladies; 
but if there is any thing that Argues a Sower'd 
Man, who laſhes all for Lady Brampton ; we 
may hope there will be ſeen alſo a Devoted Heart, 
that eſteems all for Lady Sharloz----- 


«* PROLOGUE; 
a Spoken by Mr. Wills. 


Ature's Deſerted, and Dramatick Art 
To dazzle now the Eye has left the Heart; 
Gay Lights, and. Dreſſes, long extended Scenes, 
Dzmons and Angels moving in Machmes 
All that can now, or pleaſe or fright the — 
May be perform d without a Writer's Care 
And is the Skill of Carpenter not Player : 
Old Sbakeſpear'? Days could not thus far Adtance; 
But what's his Bukin to our Ladder Dance? 
In the mid Region a {ilk You'h to ſtand 
With that wnweildy Engine à Command! 
- Gorg'd with intemp rate ' Meal while here you ſit, - 
S Well may you take Activity for Hit: 
Fre, let Confuſi ion on ſuch Dulneſi ſeize ; 
Bluſh you're ſo pleas d, as we that ſo we pleaſe. 
But we, ſtil! kind to your inverted Senſe 
Do moſt unnatural Things once more diſpenſe. 
For ſince you're ſtill prepoſt rous in Delight, 
Our Author made, a full Houſe to ite, 
A Funeral a Comedy to Night, | ” 
| Nor does he fear that you will take the Hint, 
4 And let the Funeral his own be meant; 
a No, in Old England nothing can be won 
Without 4 Faction, Good or Ill be done; 
To own this our frank Author does not fear, 
But hopes for a prevailing Party here ; 
He knows h has num rou Friends nay knows they 1 ſhow it; 
And for the Fellow Soldier ſave the Poet, 


Dramatig 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 

——— Mr. Thomas, 
LLord Hardy, Sonto 14. Brumpton. Mr. Cibber. 
Mr Campley. Mr, Wilks, 

Mr. Truffy, Steward to Ld. Brumptan. Mr. Mills. 

Cabinet Mr, Toms, 

Mr. Sable, an Undertaker. Mr. Fohnſon: 

Puzzle, à Lawyer. Mr. Bowen. 

Trim. Servant to Lord Hardy. Mr, Pinkethman., 

Tom, the Lawyer's Clerk, Mr. Fairbanck, 

WOMEN. 
Lady Brampton. Mrs. Verbruggen 


Lady Shavlet & Orphan: Siſters left in © Mrs. OlAHeild. 
Lady Harriot & ward to Ld. Brumpton. 3 Mrs. Rogers, 


Madamoiſelle d' Epingle, Mrs. Lucas. 
Tuatileaid. 1 Mrs. Kent, 
Kate Matchlock. Mr. Bullock, 


Ulia. Ladis, Sable's Servants, Recruits, &e. 
SCENE Covent-Garden. 
THE. 
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UNE RAL: 


e ee | 
Grief A- la-Mode. 
Y EE — 


Euter Cabinet, Sable, and Campley. 
CABINET. | ; 
rl Burſt into Laughter, I can't bear to 
fee Writ over an Undertaker's 
= RE Door, Dreſſes for the Dead, and 
RS Neceſſaries for Funęrals! Ha! ha! ba! 
Sab. Well Gentlemen, tis very 
well, I know you are of the 
| | — Laughers, the Wits that take the 
— to deride all things that are Magnificent and 
emn. ; 
Cam. Nay, but after all, I can't but admire Sadle's 
nice Diſcerning on the ſuperfluous Cares of _— 


LEED 


Teſs and Inſignificant ? 


dre FUNERAL + Or, 
Fs cold lead them to the thought of raiſing an 


Eſtate by providing Horſes, Equipage, and Furniture, 
for thoſe that no longer need em. 


Cab. But is it not ſlcangely contradictory, that 
Men can come to ſo open, fo apparent an Hypocriſſe, 
as in the Face of all the World, to hire profeſs'd F 
Mourners to grieve, lament, and follow in their 
ſtead, their neareſt Relations, and ſubborn others to 
do by Art, what they themſelves ſhould be promp- 
ted to by Nature? | 


Sab. That's reaſonably enough faid, but they re- 


gard themſelves only in all they act for the DeceÞ$'d, | 
end the poor Dead are deliver d to my Cuſtody, ta 
be Embalm'd, Slaſh'd, Cut, and Dragg'd about, not 


to do them Honour, but to fatisfie the Vanity or In- 
tereſt of their Survivors, 
Cam. This Fellow's every way an Undertaker! 
How well and luckily he talks! His Prating ſo aptly, 
has methinks ſomething more Ridiculous in #, than 
if he were Abſurd! [Aſide to Cabinet. 
Cab. But, as Mr. C ſays, how could you 
dream of making a Fortune from ſo Chimerical a 
Foundation, as the Proyiſion of things wholly Need- 
Sab. Alas Gentlemen. the Value of all things un- 
der the Sun is merely Fantaſtick: We run, we ſtrive, 


and purchaſe things with our Hood and Mony, quite 


foreign to our Intrinſick real Happineis, and which 


have a Being in Imagination only, as you may ſee bj 
the pudder that is made about Precedence, Titles, 


Court Favour, Maidenheads, and China- ware. 


Cam. Ay, Mr. Sable, but all thoſe are Objects that 
promote our joy, are bright to the Eye, or ſtamp F 


upon our Minds Plcafure and Self. ſatisfaction. 


Sas. You are extreamly miſtaken, Sir; for one 
would wonder to conſider that after all our Outcries | 
againſt. Sell-intereſted Men, there are few, very few | 


wy 
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D reer 
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GRIEF A-LA-MO Ds & 


in the whole World that Live to themſelves, but ſa- _ 
crifice their Boſom-Bliſs to enjoy x vain Show, and 
Appearance of Proſperity in the Eyes of others; and 


7 edbere is often nothing more inwardly diftreſs'd than 
young Bride in her glittering Retinue, or _ 
heir Poyful, than a young Widow in her Weeds and blac 


Train ; of both which, the Lady of this Houſe m 
be an Inſtance, for ſhe has been the one; and is, III 
be ſworn, the other. { 

Cab, Ycu talk, Mr. Sable, moſt Learnedly! 

Sab. I have the deepeſt Learning, Sir, Experience: 
Remember your Widow Couſin that married laſt 
Month. 

Cab. Ay! But how cou'd you imagine ſhe was in 
all that Grief an Hypocrite ? could all thoſe 
Shrieks, thoſe Swoonings, that Riſing falling Boſom 
be conſtrain d? You're Uncharitable, Sable, to believe 
it — what Colour, what Reaſon had you for it? 
Sab. Firſt, Sir, her Carriage in her Concerns with 
me, for I never yet could meet with a ſorrowtul Re- 
lict, but was her ſelf enough to make an hard Bar- 
gain with me —— Yet I muſt confeſs they bave fre- 
quent Interruptions of Grief and Sorrow when the 
read my Bill —— but as for her, nothing, ſhe reſolv'd, 
that look d Bright or Joyous ſhould after her Love's 
Death approach her. All her Servants that were not 
cole Black muſt turn out; a fair Completion made 
her Eyes and Heart ake, ſhe'd none but downright 
Jet. and to exceed all Example ſhe hir'd my Mourn- 
ing Furniture by the Year, and in caſe of my Morta- 
lity ty'd my Son to the ſame Article; fo in tix Weeks 
time ran away with a young Fellow Prethee puſh 
on briskly, Mr. Cabinet. now is your time to have 
this Widow, for Tattleaid tells me ſhe always ſaid 
ſhe'd never Marry —— 


Cab. As you ſay, that's generally the moſt hopeful 
* APR $4b 
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is her ſelf as much a ſecond hand thing as her Cloathe, 


the Herald's for a Coat for Alderman Gathergreaſe that 


- \ 
* 


IN 2 IP: , 

Sab. I tell you, Sir, tis an infallible one; you know bit 
thoſe Profeſſions are only to introduce Diſcourſe of F: to 
Matrimony and young Fellows, 4 a 
Cab. But I ſwear I could not have Confidence ey'n 


after all our long. Acquaintance, and the mutual Love, h 


which his Lordſhip (who indeed has now been ſo a 
kind as to leave us) has ſo long interruputed; to men- St 
tion a thing of ſuch a Nature fo unſeaſonably—— fit 
Sab. Unſcaſonably! Why I tell you tis the only} + 
Seaſon (granting her Sorrow-unfeign'd:) When would | 
you ſpeak of Paſſion, but in the midſt of Paſſions? lo 
There's what d'ye call, a Crifis — the lucky Minute ©. 
that's ſo talk d of, is a Moment between Joy and 7 
Grief, which you muſt take bold of and puſh your BY | 
Fortune gut get you in, and you'll beſt read 
your Fate in the Reception Mrs. Tattleaid gives you: I 


All ſhe ſays, and all ſhe does, nay her very Love and 
Hatred are mere repetition of her Lady ſhip's Paſſions : 
Fit ſay that for her, ſhe's a true Lady's Woman, and 


But I muſt beg your Pardon, Gentlemen, my People | 
are come I fee —— Exeunt Cab, and Camp. 


Enter Sable Men. 
Where in the Name of Goodneſs have you ell been! 


have yon brought the Sawr-duſt and Tarr for Embalm- tl 
ing? have you the Hangings and the Six-penny Nails, © 
and my Lord's Coat of Arms. . 
2 ; . 


ger. Yes, Sir, and had come ſooner, but I went to . 


dy d laſt Night —— he has promis'd to invent one 
againſt to/morrow.. . | 
Sab. Ah! Pox take ſome of our Cits, the firſt thing 
after their Death is to take care of their Birth—— i 
Pox let him bear a Pair of Stockings, he's the firſt 2 


_ 


CRE A-LA-MODE,. „ 
855 bis Family that ever wore one: Well, come yon that are 


» of to be Mourners in this Houſe put on your {ad Looks, 
and walk by me that I may ſort you: Ha you! alittle 
ern more upon the Diſmal; [ formmg their Countenance—1 


ove 


n ſo 


his Fellow bas a good Mortal Look—— place him near 
be Corps: That V/ainſcoat Face muſt be o'top of the 
Stairs; that Fellow's almoſt in a Fright (that looks as 
Pit he were full of ſome ſtrange Miſery) at the En- 
trance of the Hall So —— but Ul fix you all my 
ſelf —— Let's have no Laughing now on any Provo- 
cation: [ makes Faces] Look yonder that hale well- 
looking Puppy! You ungrateful Scoundrel, did not I 
pity you, take you out of. a Great Man's Service, and 
ſhow you the Pleaſure of receiving Wages? Did not 
I give you Ten, then Fifteen, now Twenty Shillings 
a Week, to be Sorrowyful? and the more 1 give you, 
I think, the Gladder you are. 


Enter a Boy. 
Boy. Sir, the Grave digger of St. Timothie's. in. the 
Fields would ſpeak with you, 
Sab. Let him come in. 


Enter Grave · digger. 


af Grav. I carry'd home to your Hovſe the Shrowd 
m. the Gentleman was buried in la& Night; I could not 
ils, get his Ring off very eaſily, therefore 1 brought the 
"| Finger and all; and, Sir, the Sexton pives his Service 
to you, and defires to know whether you'd have any 
Bodies remov'd or not: If not, he'll let em lye in 
their Graves a Week longer. 
Sas. Give him my Service, I can't tell readily; but 


4 
our Friend, tell him, Dr. Paſſeport with the Powder, 
has promiſed me Six or Seven Funerals this Week. 
| PII ſend to our Country-Farm at Kenſington-Gravel- 
8 Pits, and our City- Houſe in Warwick-Lane for News, 
tou ſhall know time enough, Hark'e, be ſure there's 
bs "4 —_— 
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Care ko give my Lady Languiſhes Woman a Fee; |} 
to keep out that young Fellow came laſt from 'Ox- | 


ford; he'll ruin us all. 


5 Euter Goody Traſh, | = 
I wonder, Goody Traſh, you could not be more pun- 


Qual; when I told you I wanted you, and your two 


Daughters, to be three Virgins to Night to ſtand in } 


White about my Lady Katherine Griſſels Body, ard | 


you know you were privately to bring her home 
rom the Man- Midwife's, where ſhe dy'd in Child- 


birth, to be buried like a Maid; but there is nothing 


minded: Well, I have put off that till to morrow ; 
go and get your Bag of Brick-durſt and your Whi- 
ting. Go and {el} to the Cook-maids ; know who 
has ſurfeited about Town : Bring me no bad News, 
none of your Recoveries again. And you Mr. Block- 
head; I warrant you have not call'd at Mr. Peffles the 
Apothecary: Will that Fellow never pay me? | ſtand 
Bound for all the Poiſon in that ſtarving Murderer's 
Shop: He ſerves me juſt as Dr. Quibus did, who 
promis'd to write a Treatiſe againſt Water-gruel, a 
damn'd healthy Slop, that has done me more Injury 
than all the Faculty: Look you now you're all upon 


the Sneer, let me have none but downright ſtupid | 


Countenances—— —!'ye a good mind to turn you all 
off, and take People out of the Play-Houſe; but hang 


horrid ugly Phiz as that Fellow's, and nct be ſhock'd, 
offended, and kill'd of all Joy while he beholds it? 
But we mult not loiter Le ſtupid Rogues, "I 


r 


em they are 2s [gnorant of their Parts as you are ot 
yours, they never Act but when they ſpezk ; When 
the chief Indication of the Mind is in the Geſture, or 
indeed in caſe of Sorrow in no Geſture, except you 
were to Act a Widow, or {o-———Þut yours, you X 
Dolts, is all in dumb Show; dumb Show? I mean 
expreſſive eloquent Show: As who can ſee ſuch an | 
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ee; ½ 1 have pick'd out all the rubbiſh of Mankind, and 
Da. fed for your eminent Worthleſsneſs. attend, and kn w 
that i ſpeak you this Moment ſtiff and immutable to 
7 Il Senſe ot Noiſe, Mirth or Laughter: [Makes Months 


© Mia ec as they paſs by him to bring em io a conſtant Conn- 
un- nance]. So. they are pretty well pretty well 
. a [ Exennt» 
in Enter Truſty and Lord Brumpton- 
nd | Tru. "Twas Fondneſs, Sir, and tender Duty to you, 
va who have been ſo worthy and fo juſt a Maſter to me, 
d- made me ſtay near you; they left me ſo, and there I 
05 found you wake from your Lethargick Slumber; on 
b which 1 will aſſume an Authority to beſeech you, Sir, 


to make juſt ule of your reviv'd Life, in ſeeing who 
are your true Friends, and knowing her who has fo 
wrought upon your noble Nature, as to make it a& 
ke againſt it felf in Diſ-inheriting your brave Son. 

he Lor. Sure tis impoſſible ſhe ſhould be ſuch a Cres: 
nd ture as you tell me — My Mind reflects upon ten 
r's thouſand Endearments that plead unanſwerably for 
bo her: Her chaſt reluctant Love, her eaſie Obſervance 
of all my wayward Humours, to which ſhe would ac- 
commodate her elf with ſo much eaſe, I could ſcarce 
obſerve it was a Vi tue in her; ſhe hid her very Pa- 
tience. : 
Tru. It was all Art, Sir, or Indifference to you, for 
what I ſay is downright matter of Fact. Nl 

Lor. Why didſt thou ever tell me it! or why not 
in my Life · time. for I muſt call it ſo, nor can | date 
2 Minute mine, after her being Falſe, all pſt that Mo. 
ment is Death and Darkneſs; Why didſt thou not 
tell me then, I fay? 

Tru, Becauſe you were too much in Love with her 
to be inform'd; nor did I ever know a Man that 
touch'd on Conjugal Affairs could ever reconcile the 
jarring Humours, but in a common Hatred of the In- 
termedler: But on this moſt extraordinary 8 

w 
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which ſeems pointed out by Heay'n it ſelf to diſengage 
you from your Cruelty and Baniſhment of an Inno- 
cent Child, J muſt, I will conjure you to be conceal'd, 
and but contain your ſelf, in hearing one Diſcourſe 
with that curs'd Inſtrument of all her Secrets, that Tas. 


tleaid, and you'll fee what I tell you, you'll call me 


then your Guardian and goed Genius. 
Lor. Well you ſhall govern me, but would I had 


| dyd in earneft Cer I'd known it; my Head ſwims,. 


as it did when I fell into my Fit, at the Thoughts of 


it—— How dizzy a Place is this World. you. live in?” 


All Human Life's a mere Vertigo! | 
Tru, Ay, ay, my Lord, fine Reflectione, fine Re- 


flections, but that does no Buſineſs :. Thus, Sir, we'll 


ſtand conceal'd, and hear, I doubt not, a much fincerer 
Dialogue than uſual between vitious Perſons; for a 
late Accident has giv'n a little Jealouſie, which makes 
em over: act their Love and Confidence in each other. 


[They retires 
Euter Widow and. Tattleaid meeting; and running 
to each other. 


Mid. Oh Tattleaid! His and our Hour is come! 
Tut. I always ſaid, by his Church · yard Cough, you'd: 


bury him, but ſtill you were impatient 


Ma. Nay, thou haſt ever been my Comfort, my 
Confident, my Friend, and my Servant; and now I'll 
reward thy Pains; for tho' 1 ſcorn- the whole Sex of 
Fellows, I'll give em hopes for thy ſake; every Smile, 
every Frown, every Geſture, Humour, Caprice and 
Whimſey of mine, ſhall be Gold to thee Girl; thou 
ſhalt feel all the Sweet and Wealth of being a fine rich 
Widow's: Woman: Oh! how my Head runs my firft 
Year out, and jumps to all the Joys of Widow-hood! 
If thirteen Months hence a Friend ſhould haul one to 


a Play one has a mind to ſce, what Pleaſure twill be, 


when my Lady Brumpton's Footman's cail'd (who kept 
; a 
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a Place for that very purpoſe) to make a ſudden In- 
ſurrection of fine Wigs in the Pit and Side- Boxes. 
Then, with a pretty Sorrow in one's Face, anda wil- 
ling Bluſh for being ſtard at, one ventures to look 
round and bow to one of one's own Quality. Thus 
very directiy] to 2 ſmug pretending Fellow of no 
Fortune: Thus [as ſcarce ſeeing him] to one that writes 
Lampoons : Thus | fear fully] to one one really Loves: 
Thus [hooking down] to one's Woman - Acquaintance ; 
from Box to Box thus: [with Looks differently fami- 
liar} And when one has done one's Part, obſerve the 
Actors do theirs, but with my Mind fixt not on thoſe 
I look at, but thoſe that look at me— Then the Se- 
renades! The Lovers! 
Tat. Oh Madam, you make my Heart bound with- 
in me; I'll warrant you, Madam, I'll manage em all; 
and indeed, Madam, the Men are really very filly Crea- 
tures, tis no ſuch hard matter They Rulers! They 
Governors ! I warrant you indeed ! n 
Wid, Ay Taitleaid, they _— themſelves mighty 
Things, but Government founded on Force only is a 
Brutal Power —— We rule them by their affections, 
which blinds them into a Beliet that they rule us, or 
at leaft are in the Government with us But io this 
| Nation our Poweris Abſolute; Thus, thus, we {way —— 
Playing her Fan] A Fan is both the Standard, and the 
Flag of England: I laugh to ſee the Men go our Ar- 
rands, ſtrut in Great Offices, live in Cares, Hazards 
and Scandals, to come home and be Fools to us in 
2 Brags of their Diſpatches, Negotiations, and their Wiſ- 
doms as my good DearDeceas'd us d to entertain me; 
2X which I, to relieve my ſelf from would liſp ſome 
== filly Requeſt, pat him on the Face — He ſhakes his 
Head at my pretty Folly, calls me Simpleton; gives 


me a Jewel, then to Bed fo wiſe, ſo ſatisfied, 
and bo deceit, * | 
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Pretenders, and keep the Diſoblig d from prating 
Ni Never fear, Tattleaid; while you have Riches, 


- Tat. But 1 proteſt, Madam, I've always wonder'd 


. how you could accompliſh my young Lord's being 


diſinherited. 5 APES 


Wid. Why Tatty you muſt know my late Lord—— RF 
how prettily that ſounds. my Late Lord! But I ſay, i 
[ preſs'd hin 
there, and whenever you, by my Order, had tol him 
Staries to my Son- in Law's Diſadvantage, in his Rage 


my late Lord Frible was Generoſity 


and Reſentment, I (whoſe Intereſt lay other iſe) al- 
ways fell on my Knees to implore his Pardon, and with 


Tears, .Sighs and Importunities for him prevail 'd againſt | 
him: Beſides this, you know I had whenl pleas'd Fits; 


Fits are a mighty help in the Government of a Good- 


natur d Man; but to an Ill natur'd Fellow have a care | 


of em he'll hate you for Natural Infirmities; will 
remember your Face in its Diſtortion, and not value 
your Return of Bezury. 3 

Tat. O rare Madam! your Ladyſhip's a great Head- 
piece; but now, dear Madam, is the hard Task, if I 
may take the Liberty to ſay it =— to enjoy all Free- 
dooms, and ſeem to abſtain, to manage the number of 


if you affront one to Abuſe, you can give Hopes to ano- 
ther to Defend you; Theſe Maxims I have been laying 
up all my Hucband's Life-time, for we muſt provide 
againſt Calami ie —— 1 
Tat. But now, Madam, a ſine young Gentleman 
with a red Coat, that dance 
Mid. You may be ſure the happy Man (if it be ia 
Fate that there is an happy Man to make me an un- 
happy Woman) ſhall not be an Old one again: Age 
and Youth married, is the Cruelty in Dryden's Virgil, 
Were Mexentius tyes the dead and living together: 
I'm ſure I was ty'd to a dead Man many a long Day 
defore I durſt bury him Zut the Day is now my 
own——TYet now I think on't, Tatileaid, be wm to 
5 cep 
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» an obſtinate Shyneſs to all our old Acquaintance : 
Net em talk of Favcurs if they pleaſe, it we grant em 
ain they'll grow Tyrants to us; if we diſcard em, 
ne Chaſt and Innocent will not believe we could have 


7. onfidence to do it, were it ſo; and the Wiſc, if they 
m eue ic, will applaud our Prudence. 
m Tat. Ay, Madam — I believe Madam! ſpeak, 
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Madam, bu: my humble Sen Mr. Cabinet would 
marry you. 

Nad. Marry me] No, Tattleaid, He that is ſo mean 
as to marry 2 Woman after fo Afiir with her, will 
be ſo baſe as to upbraid that very Weakneſs: He that 
marries his Wench will uſe her like bis Wench 
Such a Pair muft ſure live in a ſecret mutual Scorn of 
eich other — and Wedlock is Hell, if at leaſt one Side 
does not Love, as it wou'd be Heaven it both did; and 
I believe it ſo much Heav'a, as to think it was never 
enjoy'd in this World. 


Enter a Homann. 


Wors, A Gentleman to Mrs. Tattleaid [ Ex, Tat. 
Mid. Go to him Bleſs me, how careleſs and open 
MW have I been to this ſubtle Creature in the Caſe of Ca- 
Winer, ſhe's certainly in his Intereſts We People of 
Condition are never guarded enough againſt thoſe a- 
out us: They watch when cur Minds bail over with 
Hoy. or Grief, to come in upon us: How mile- 


* 


Fable tis to have One one hates always about one, 


and when one can't endure ones own Reflection upon 
Nome Actions, who can bear the Thoughts of another 
1 , | | 

; pon em? But ſhe bas me by deep deep Secrets 


4 


rde 1aligns, they ſay, can readily remove the too 
much intruſted— Oh their pretty ſcented Gloves! 
his Wench lknow has play'd me falſe, and horn'd me 
in my Gallin's: Oh 7zaly, I could refign all my Femile 
Eugliſi Liberty to thee, for thy much dearer Female 
Pleaſure, Revenge ! Well, what's the Matter, dear 
ALLY — 9 N r 
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Enter Tattleaid. 


Tat. The Matter, Madam? why Madam, Counſel- 
lor Puxxle is come to wait on your Ladyſhip about the 
Will, and the Conveyance of the Eſtate there muſt, 
it ſeems, be no time loſt for fear of things; Fie, fie, 

Madam, you a Widow theſe three Hours, and not 
look'd on a Parchment yet — Oh Impious, to neg- 

lect the Will of the Dead 

Mid. As you ſay indeed, there is no Will of an Huſ- 
band's fo willingly Obey'd as his Laſt. But I muſt go 
in, and receive him in my Formalities, leaning on 2 
Couch, as neceſſary a Poſture as his going behind his 
Desk when he ſpeaks to a Client But do you bring 
kim in hither till l'm read [ Exit, 

Tat. Mr.Counſellor, Mr, Counſellor [ Calling. 

Enter Puzzle and Clerk, 

Pax. Servant good Madam Tattleaid, my ancient 
Friend is gone, but Buſineſs muſt be minded — 
"Tat. I told my Lady twice or thrice, as ſhe lies in 
dumb Grief on the Couch within, that you were 
Here, but ſhe regarded me not ; however, fince you 
fay tis of ſuch Moment, Il] venture to introduce you: 
pleaſe but to repoſe here a little while I ſtep in; for 
methinks-I would a little prepare her; ¶ Exit Tatileaid, 
Puz. Alas! Alas! Poor Lady! | 
Damn d Hypocrites ! Well, this Noble's Death is a 
little ſudden : Therefore pray let me recollect: Open 
the Bag, good Tom; now Tom thou art my Nephew, 
my dear Siſter Kate's only Son, and my Heir, thero- 
fore I will conceal from thee on no Occaſion any 
thing; for I would enter thee into Buſineſs as ſoon as 
poſſible. Know then, Child, that the Lord of this 

Houſe was one of your Men of Honour, and Senſe, 

who loſe the latter in the former, and are apt to take 
Men to be like themfelyes; now this Gentleman 

; _ Intirely 
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intirely truſted me, and I made the only uſe a Man of 
Ruſineſs can of a Truſt, I cheated him; for I. im- 
erceptibly, before his Face made his whole Eſtate 
iable to an Hundred per Annum for my ſelf, for good 
Services, c. As for Legacies, they are good or not, 
as I pleaſe; for let me tell you, a Man muſt take Pen, 
Ink and Paper, fit down by an old Fellow, and pre- 
tend to take Directions, but a true Lawyer never 
makes any Man's Will but his own ; and as the Prieſt 
of old among us got near the dying Man, and gave 
all to the Church, ſo now the Lawyer gives all to the 
Law. 

Clerk. Ay Sir, but Priefts then cheated the Nation 
by doing their Offices in an unknown Language. 

Puz,. True, but ours is a way much ſurer, for we 
cheat in no Language at all, but loll in our own 
Coaches. el-quent in Gibbriſh, and learned in Jug- 
glc Pull out the Parchment, there's the Deed, I 
made it as long as I could Well, I hope to ſee the 
Day; when the Indenture ſhall be the exact meaſure 
of the Land that paſſes by i. For tis a Diſcourage- 
ment to the Gown, that every Ignorant Rogue of 
an Heir ſhould in a Word or two underſtand bis Fa- 
ther's Meaning, and hold ten Acres of Land by half an 
Acre of Parchment Nay, I hope to fee the time 
when that there is indeed ſome Progreſs made in, 
ſhall be wholly effected; and by the Improvement of 
the noble Art of Tautology every Inn in Holbourn an 
Inn of Court Let others think of Logick, Rheto- 
rick, and I know not what Impertinence, but mind 
thou Tautology What's the firſt Excellence in a 
Lawyer? Tautclogy : What the ſecond? Tautology: 
What the third? Tautology : as an old Pleadar ſnd 
of Action: But turn to the Deed; ¶ Pulli aut an immes- 
ſurable Parchment | for the Will is of no torce if I 
pleaſe, for-he was not capable of making one after the 
or mer as I manag'd it — upon which account I 
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now wait. on my Lady; by the Way, do you know 
the true Meaning of the Word a Deed? 

. Clerk, Ay, Sir, a Deed is as if a Man ſhould ſay the 
Deed. 0 
Puz, Right: Tis emphatically fo call'd, becauſe af- 
ter it all Deeds and Actions are of no effect, and 
you have nothing to do but hang your ſelf —— the 
only obliging thing you can then do —— But I was 
telling you the Uſe of Tautology Read toward the 
middle of that Inſtrument [Clerk reads] I the ſaid Earl 
of Brumpion, do give, beſtow, grant and bequeath, 


over and above the ſid Premiſes, all the Scite and 


Capital Meſſuage call'd by the Name of Oatham, and 


Buildings, Yards, Orchards, Gardens, Fields, Arbors, 
Trees, Lands, Earths, Meadows, Greens, Paſtures, 
Feedings, Woods, ' Underwoocs, Ways, Waters, Wa- 
tercourles, Fiſhings, Ponds, Pools, Commons, Com- 
mon of Paſture, Paths, Heath- Thickets, Profits, Com- 
2 and Emoluments, with their and every of 
ir Appurtenances Wha:ſoever. 
to the ſaid Capital Meſſuage and Puzzle is; j nd 
Scite belonging, or in any wiſe Foy no hy 
2 8 us Mords are re- 
appertaining, or with the ſame 5 L. B. 
heretofore uſed, occupied, or en- 8 2 u 1 
joy d, accepted, executed, known, ab 
or taken as part, parcel, or member of the ſame; con- 
taining in the whole, by Eſtimation, four hundred 
Acres of the large Meaſure, or therezbouts,. be the 
ſame more or leſs; all and ſingular which the ſaid 
Scite Capital Mefluage, and other the Premiſes, with 
their and every of their Appurtenances are ſituate, ly- 
ug and bein 1 
Fux. Hole, hold, good Tom; you do come on in- 
deed in butineſs, but don't uſe your Noſe enough in 
Reading ¶ Reads in a Ridiculous Lam Tone, till out 
&f Breath) Vihy youre quite ou. you Read to be 
5 Under - 
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Underſtood—— let me ſee it - I the faid Earl 
Now again, ſuppoſe this were to be in Latin 
[Runs into Latin Terminations] Making Latin, is only 
making it no Engliſh —— Ego Predict —— Comes de 
Brumpton——Totas meas Barno: Out houſas & Sta- 
bulas — Yardos —— But there needs no further peru- 
ſal —1 now recolle& the whole—— my Lord, by 
this Inſtrument, Niſ inherits his Son utterly — gives 
all to my Lady and moreover, grants the Wards 
of two Fortune-Wards to her=— Id eff, to be Sold 
by her, which is the Subject of my Buſineſs to her 
Ladyſhip, who methinks a little oyerdoes the Affair 
of Griet, in letting me wait thus long on ſuch wel 
come Articles But here 


Enter Tattleaid wiping her Eyes. 


Tatt, I have in vain done all I can to make her re- 
gard me—— Pray Mr. Puzzle, you're a Man of Senſe, 
come in your ſelf, and ſpeak Reaſon, to bring her to 
ſome Conſideration of ker ſelf, it poſſible. 

Pux. Tom. I'll come down to the Hall to you; dear 
Madam, lead on. 

Ex. Clerk one way, Puz. Tatt. another. 


Ld. Brumpton and Truſty advance from their Conceal- 
ment after a long Pauſe, and ſtaring at each other. 

Le. B Truſiy on thy Sincerity, on thy Fidelity to 
me thy Friend, thy Patron, and thy Maſter, anſwer 
me directly to one N Am I really Alive? Am 
I that Identical, that Numerical, that very ſame Lord 
Brumpton, that — 

Tru. That very Lord——that very Lord Brumptos, 
the very generous, honeſt and good Lord Brumpton, 
who ſpent his ſtrong and 1iper 'Years with Honour 
and Reputation, but in his Age of Decay declin'd from 
Virtue alf. —:hat very Lord Brumpton who buried 
a fine Lady, who brought * a fine Son, who a 

2 ne 
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-fine Gentleman; but in his Age, that very Man, unſees 


{onably captivated with Youth and Beauty, married 


a very fine young Lady, who has diſhonour'd his Bed, 
Aiſinherited his brave Son, and dances o'er bis Grave. 


That 


I. B. Ohl Thatdamn'd Tautologiſt toc 


[Puzzle and his Irrevocable Deed! ¶ Pauſing] Well, 1 


know I do not really Live, but wander o'er the Place 
where once I had a Treaſure———=l] haunt her, Truſty, 
gare in that falſe Beauteous Face, till ſhe trembles, 
till ſhe looks pale, nay till ſhe bluſhes — 
Tru. Ay, ay, my Lord, you ſpeak a Ghoſt very 
much, there's Fleſh and Blood in that Expreſſion, that 
falſe beauteous Face 

Ed. B. Then fince you ſee my Weakneſs, be 4 
Friend, and arm me with all your Care, and all your 
Reaſcn 

Tix. It you'll condeſcend to let me direct 12 
you ſnall cut off this rotten Limb, your falſe diſloyal 
Wiſe, and ſave your noble Parts, your Sop, your Fa- 
mily, your Honour. 


Short is the Date in which Ii Ad prevail, 


But Honeſty 's a. Rock can never fail, 
FF 
ACT H. SCENE 1. 
| Emer Lord Hardy ſolns. 


Id. EN 2 indeed I am utterly :nndone, but 
3 to expect an Evil ſoftens the Weight of 
it when it happens, and Pain no mere than Pleaſure 
is in reality fo great as in Expectation: But What will 
become of me? How ſhall I keep my ſelf even above 
Worldly' Want ? Sball I live at Home &ftift melancho. 


fy poor Man of Quality, grow uneaſy to my Acquain- 
; 
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tance as well as my ſelf. by fancying l'm lighted 
where I am not; with all the thouſand Particularities 
which attend thoſe whom low Fortune and high Spi- 

rit make Malecontents? No! We're à brave Prince i 
on the Throne, whoſe Commiſſion I bear, anda glorious 

War in an honeſt Cauſe approaching, [Clapping his 

Hand on his Sword] in which this ſhall cut Bread for 

me and may perhaps equal that Eſtate to which my 

Birth entitled me But what to do in preſent P 

{urec Ha! Trim, DCalling: 


Enter Trim. 


Trim. My Lord. 
Ld. H. How do the poor Rogues that are to Re- 
cruit my Company? 

Trim. Do, Sir! they've eat you to your laſt Guinea 
5 Ld. H. Were you at the Agent's ? 
| Trim. Yes. 

Ld H. Well? And how. 
Trim. Why, Sit, for your Arrears, you may hare 
eleven Shillings in the Pound; but hel. not touch 
our growing Subſiſtence under three Shillings in the 
N lautere. Heſides which; yon muſt let his 
Clerk, Jonathan Item, Swear the Peace againſt you to 
keep you from Duelling —— or Inſure your Life, 
which you may do for Eight per Cent. On theſe Terms 
he'll oblige you, which be would. not do for any 
Body elſe in the Regiment, but be has a Friendſhip 
or you. 

Ld. H. Oh, I'm his humble Servant; but he muſt 
have his own Terms, we can't Starye, nor muſt my 
Fellows want: But methinks this is a calm Midnight, 
I've heard no Duns to Day —— © 

Trim. Duns, my Lord? Why now your Father's 
Dead, and they can't Arreſt you; I ſhall grow a little 
leſs upon the ſmooth with em than | have been: 
Why Friend, ſays I, how often muſt I tell you my 

B 3 ; Lord 
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Lord is not ſtirring: His Lordſhip has not ſlept well 
you muſt come ſome other time; your Lordſhip will 
fend for him when you are at leiſure to look upon 
Mony-Afairs; or if they are ſo Sawcy, ſo Imper- 
tinent as to preſs to a Man of your Quality for their 
owr there are Canes, there's Bridewell, there's the 
Stocks for your ordinary Tradeſmen. But to an 
haughty thriving Covent Garden Mercer, Silk or Lace- 
man, your Lordſhip gives your moſt humble Service 
to him, hopes his Wife's well; you have Letters to 
write, or you'd ſee him your ſelf, but you deſire he 
would be with you punQually ſuch a Day, that's to 
Tay, the Day after you are gone out of Town. 

Ld. H. Go, Si rah you're Scurrilous, I won't be- 
lieve there are ſuch Men of Quality Pye hear, 
give my Service this Afternoon to Mr. Cutpurſe the A- 
gent, and tell him 'm oblig'd to him for his readineſs 
to ſerve me, for I'm reſoly d to pay my Debts forth- 
wit [LA Voice without. 
I don't know whether he's within, or not: Mr. Trim, 
is my Lord within ? 4 

Lad. H. Trim, ſee who it is, I an't within you 
Know | | © [Trim without, 
. Yes, Sir, my Lord's above, pray walk up————— 
I. H. Who can it be? he owns me too. 


Enter Camply and Trim, 

Dear Tom Camply, this is kind — You are an ex'raor- 
dinary Man indeed, who in the ſudden Acceſſion of 
a noble Fortune can be ftill your ſelf, and viſit your 
leſs happy Friends. | | 

Cam. No, you are, my Lord, the extraordinary 
Man, who on the loſs of an almoſt. Princely Fortune, 
can be Maſter of a Temper, that makes you the Envy, 


Tather than Pity of your more fortunate, not more 
happy Friends. 


. | | Ld. E 
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TA H. Oh Sir, your Servant but let me gaze 
on thee a little I han't ſeen thee finceI came home 
into England — moſt Exactly, Negligently, Gentile- 
ly Dreſs'd! I know there's more than Ordinary in 
this [beating Campley's Breaſt] Come, Coufeſs, 
who ſhares with me here I muſt have her real 
and poetical Name —— Come — She's in Sonnet, 

Gul In Proſe, Miſtreſs ; 

Cam. Oae you little dream of, tho? ſhe is in a man- 
ner of your placing there. 

Ld. H. My placing there? | 

Cam. Why, my Lord, all the fine things you've 
faid to me in the Camp of my Lady Sharlot, your 
Father's Ward, ran in my Herd fo very much, that [ 
made it my Buſineſs to become acquainted in that Fa- 
mily, which I did by Mr. Cabinet s means, and am 
now in Love in the ſame place with your Lordſhip. 

Ld. H. How! in Love in the ſame place with me, 
Mr. Campley? 

Cam. Ay, my Lord, with t'other Siſter, with t'o- 
ther Siſter. 

Ld. H. What a Dunce was I, not to know which, 
without your naming her? Why, thou art the only 
Man breathing fit to deal with her —— But my Lady 
Sharlot, there's a Woman — 80 eafily virtuous! —— 
So agteeably ſevere! Her Motion ſo unaffeRed, yet ſo 
compos'd ! Her Lips breathe nothing but Truth, gd 
Senſe, and flowing Wit. 

Cam. Lady Harri! there's the Woman, ſuch Life, 
ſuch Spirit, fuch Warmth in her F yes Such a lively 
commanding Air in her Glances ; ſo ſpritely a Mein, 
that carries in it the Triumph of conſcious Beauty ; 
her L'ps are made up of Gum and Balm There's 
ſomething in that dear Girl that fires my Blood Above 
— Above - Above ; 
Ld. H. Above what? 
Cam. A Granadier's March. 

B 4 Ld. H. 
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Ld. H. A ſoft Simile, I muſt confeſs—but oh that 
Sbarlot ! to recline this aching Head, full of Care, on 
that tender, ſnowy faithful Boſom ! 

Cam. O that Harriot! to Embrace that Beaute- 
ous 

Ld. H. Ay Tom; but methinks your Head runs too 
much on the Wedding- Night only, to make your 
Happineſs laſting, mine is fixt on the married State; 
expect my Felicity from Lady Sharlot, in her Friend- 

tip, her Conſtancy, her Piety, her houſhold Cares, 
her maternal Tenderneſs— You think not of any 

— of your Miſtreſs, that is more than Skin- 
cer 

Cam. When I know her further than Skin-deep, 

III tell you more of my Mind. 
Ld. H. Oh fie Tom. how can you talk fo lightly of 
a Woman you Love with Honour But te] me, [ 
wonder how you make your Approaches in beſieging 
ſuch a Sort of Creature; ſhe that loves Addreſſcs, 
Gallantry, Fiddles: That Reigns and Delights in a 
crowd of Admirers——lf I kno» her, ſhe's one of 
thoſe you may eaſily have a general Acquaiatance 
with, but hard to make Particular 

Cam. You underſtand her very wel. Lou muſt 
know I put her out of all her Play, by carrying it in 
an humorous Manner ; I took care in all my Actions, 
before I diſcover'd the Lover, that ſhe ſhould in ge- 
neral have a ＋ inion of me; and have ever ſince 
behav'd my ſelf with all the good Humour and Eaſe 
I was able; ſo that ſhe is now extreamly at a Loſs, 
how to throw me from the Familiarity of an Ac- | 
quaintance, into the Diſtance of a Lover; but I laugh M7 

ber out of it; when ſhe begins to frown, and look 7 
grave at my Mirth, I mimick her till ſhe burſts out 


a I 
H. That's ridiculous enough. 
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neſ⸗ diſſolves my whole Frame, when I am near her, 
that my Tongue faulters, my Nerves ſhake, and my 
Heart fo alternately ſinks and riſes, that my premedi- 
tated Reſolves vaniſh into Confuſion, dowa caſt Eyes, 
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Cam. By Cabinet's Intereſt over my Lady Brumpton, 
with Gold and Flattery to Mrs. Fardingale, an old 
Maid her Ladyſhip has plac'd about the young Ladies, 
I have eaſie Acceſs at all times. and am this very Day 
to be admitted by her into their Apartmen! I 
have found, you muſt know that ſhe is my Relati- 


on 


Ld. HF. Her Ladyſhip has choſe an odd Companion 
for young Ladies—— | 
Cam. Oh my Lady's a Politician; ſhe told Tatzleaid * 
one Day, that an old Maid was the beſt guard for 
young Ones, for they, like Eunuchs in a Seraglio. 
are Vigilant, out of Envy of Enjoyments they can 
not themſelves arrive a' Zut, as | was faying I've * 
ſent my Couſin Fardingale a Song. which ſhe and 1 
are to practiſe to the Stine The young Ladies 
will be 1 am to be left alone with Lady 
Harriot, then I defign to make my grand Attack, and 
to Day win or loſe her: I know, Sir, this is an Op- 
portunity you want——lf you'll meet me at Tams, 
have a Letter ready, I'll my ſelf deliver it to your Mi- 
ſtreſs, conduct you into the Houſe, and tell her 
you are there——and find Means to place you toge- 
ther—— You muſt march. under my Command to 
day, as | have many a one under your. 
Ld. H. But faith Tom 1 ſhall not behave my ſelf 
with half the Reſolution you have under mine, for to 
confeſs my Weaknefs, tho' I knoyy ſhe loves me, tho? 
I know ſhe is as ſtedfaſtiy mine, as her Heart can 
make her——! know not how I have ſo ſublime an 
Idea of her high Value, and ſuch a melting Tender. 


and broken Utterance 
Cam. Ha! ha! ha! this in a Campagnertoo ! Why, 
my Lord, that's the Condition Harriot would have me 
WA 1 
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in, and chen ſhe thinks ſhe could have me; but T, 


that know her better than ſhe does her ſelf, know 


ſhe'd inſult me, and lead me a two Years dance long- 
er, and perhaps in the End turn me into the Herd of 
the many neglected Men of better Senſe, who have 
been ridiculous for her Sake——3ut 1 ſhall make her 
no ſuch Sacrifice Tis well my Lady Sharlot's a 
Woman of ſo ſolid an Underſtanding, I don't know 
another that would not uſe you ill for your high 
Value 

Ld. H. But, Tom, I muft ſee your Song you've 
ſent your Couſin Fardingale, as you call her. 

Cam. This is Lucky enough. [ Aſide, 
No hang it, my Lord, a Man makes ſo filly a Figure 
when his Verſes are reading —— Trim Thou haſt 
not left off thy Loving and thy Rhiming, Tria's a 
Critick, I remember him a Serviture at Oxoz, [gives 
a Paper to Trim] I give my ſelf into his Hands, 
becauſe you ſhan't ſee em *till I'm gone. 

My Lord, your Servant, you ſhan'c tir. | 

Ld. H. Nor you neither then. [Strugling, 

Cam. You will be obeyd. 

Exeunt Lord Hardy waits on him down, 

Trim. What's in this Song Ha don't my Eyes 
deceive m.. Bill of Three Hundred Pound 


Mr. Cas R, | 
R AY pay to My. William Trim, or Beaver, the 
Sum of Three Hundred Pounds, and place it to the 


Your humble Servant, 
Thomas Campley. 


[ Pullmg off his Hat and Bowing.] Your very humble 
Servant, good Mr. Campley. Ay, this is Poetry, this 
2 
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is a Song indeed! Faith I'll ſet ir, and fing it my felf 
pray pay to Mr, Willam Jim . ſo far in Reci- 
tativo—— Three Hundred, ¶nging ridiculouſly ] 
Ired——Jundred lundted thrice re- 
peated, becauſe *cis Three Hundred Pounds. I lore 
Repetitions in Muſick, when there's a pood Reaſon 
for it, Po——yunds after the Italian manner — 
they'd bring me ſuch ſenfible Words as theſe, Id out- 
ſtrip all your Compoſers, for the Muſick Prize 
This was honeſtly done of Mr. Campe) Tho' 1 
have carry'd him many a Purſe from my Maſter when 
he was Enfign to our Company in Flanders 


Enter Lord Hardy. 


My Lord, I am your Lordſhip's humble Servant. 

Ld. H. Sir, your humble Servant. But pray, my 
good familiar Friend, how come you to be ſo very 
much my humble Servant all of a ſudden? | 

Trim. I beg Pardon, dear Sir, my Lord, I am not 
your humble Seryant. 

Ld. H. No? 

Trim. Yes, my Lord, I am, but not as you mean 
ut am am, my Lord — in ſhort Pm 


over;oy'd. | 
Ld. H. Overjoy'd! Thou'rt diſtracted what ails 
the Fellow Where's Campley's Song? | 


Trim. Oh! my Lord, one would not think twas in 


him, Mr. Campley's really a very great Poet as for 


the Song, tis only as they all end in Rhime Ov 
— oe iſſes Kiſſes — Boy oy —— Bur, 
my Lord, the other in long Heroick Blank Verſe, 
Reading it with a great Ion 
Pray pay to Mr. William Trim. or order, the Sum of — 
How ſweetly it runs? —— Paclolian Guineas chink 
every Line | 
Ld H. How very handſomely this was done ia 
Campley? I wonder'd indeed he was ſo unwilling to 
ſhe vy 
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ſhew his Verſes —— in how careleſs a manner that 
Fellow does the greateſt Aﬀtions! — 


Tim. My Lord, pray my Lord, ſhan't I go imme- 


diately to Cutpurſe's ? 


Ld. H. No, Sirrah—now we've no occafion for it— 


Trim. No, my Lord. only to ſtare him full in the 
Face after I've reciey'd this Mony, not fay a Word, 
but keep my Hat on, and walk out——Or perhaps 
not hear, if any I meet with ſpeak to nc gut 
grow Stiff, Deaf, and Shortſighted to all my old Ac- 
quaintance, like a ſudden rich Man as I am——Or 
3 my Lord, deſire Cutpurſes Clerk to let me 
eave Fifty Pounds at their Houle, payable to Mr. Wil- 
iam Trim, or Order till I come that way — or 
a Month or two hence, may have Occaſion for it 
I don't know what Bills may be drawn upon me 
Then when the Clerk begins to flare at me, till he 

ulls the great Gooſe-quill from behind his EA. 
Pulls a handfull of Farthings out] 1 fall a reck- 
oning the Pieces as I do theſe Farthings. | 
5 Ld. H. Well, Sirrah, you may have your Humour, 
* R beſu;e you take Fourſcore Pounds, and pay my 
ebts immediately — if you meet any Officer you 
ever e me in Company with, that looks grave at 
Cutpurſe's Houſe, tell him Id ſpeak” with him We 
muſt help our Friends—--But learn Moderation, you 
Rogue, in your Good-Fortune; be at home all the 
Evening after, he wait at Tom's to meet Campley 
in order to ſee Lady HHarlot 1 


y Good or Ill in berd found. 
n in that Thought all ae, are dromn d. [ Ex. 


| ute Sable, Lord Brumptos d Truſty. 
Sab. Why, my Lord, you can't in Conſcience put 
me off ſo; I muſt do according to my Orders, cut you 
up. and Embalm you, except you'll come 2 
tie 
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little deeper than you talk of, you don't conſider the 
Charges I have been at already. | 
Ld. B. Charges? for what? 
Sab. Firſt, Twenty Guineas to my Lady's Woman 
ſor notice of your Death (a Fee I've, before now, 
known the Widow her ſelf go halfs in) but no mat- 
ter for that----in the next place, Ten Pounds for warch- 
ing you all your long fit of Sickneſs laſt Winter 
Ld. B. Watching me? Why I had none but my 
own Servants by-turns —— > 
| Sab. I mean attending to give notice of your Death, 
I had all your leng fit of Sickneſs laſt Winter, at Half 
a Crown a Day, a Fellow waiting at your Gate to 
bring me Intelligence, but you unfortunately Reco- 
ver d, and I loſt all my obliging Pains for your Ser- 


"ow VICE, ; 

e Ld. B. Ha! ha! hs! Sable, thou art a very impu- 
= dent Fellow, Half a Crown a Day to attend my De- 
- ceaſe. and doſt thou reckon it to me 


Sab. Look you Gentlemen, don't ſtand ſtaring at 
me | have a Book at home which I call my 
Dooms-Day-Book, where I have every Man of Qua- 
lity's Age and Diſtemper in Town, and know when 
you ſhould drop — Nay, my Lord, if you had re- 
flected upon your Mortality half ſo much as-poor I 
have for you, you would not defire to return to Lite 
thus in ſhort I cannot keep this a. Secret, under 
the whole Mony I am to have for Birying you. 
Ld. B. Truly, it you think it fafe in you to obey 
my Orders after the Deed Pugzle told his Clerk of, 
pay it him , | 
„Ta. I ſhould be glad to give it out of my own 
Pocket, rather than; without the Satisfaction of 
ſeciag you Witneſ® it. \ "ml 
Ld. B. I heartily believe thee, dear Tray 
Sab. Then, my Lord, the Secret of your being 
alive, is now fate with m. 


e 
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ſigniſies Teeth? [Showing her Teeth.) A very Black a- 
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Tn. III warrant Vil be reveng'd of this unconſcio- 
nable Dog —— Aſide] My Lord, you muſt to your Clo- 


ſet——1 fear ſome Bodys coming — : of 
[Exe. Sable one way, Ld. B. and Truſty another. Bi 
SCENE draws and diſcovers Lady Sharlot reading il * 
at a Table——Lady Harriot playing at a Glaſs to and ll © 
fro, and viewing her ſelf. 
L. Ha. Nay, good Sage Siſter, you may as well 1 


Talk to me, { Looking at her ſelf when ſhe ſpeaks] as fi N 
ſtaring at a Book which I know you can't attend 1 
Good Dr. Lucas may have writ there what he pleaſcs, 
but there's no putting Francis Lord Hardy, now Earl p 
of Brumpton out of your H-ad, or making him abſent v 
from your Eyes, do but look at me now, and deny 
it if you can c 
T. Sh. You are the maddeſt Girl [Smiling. 
L. Ha: Look ye, I knew you could not ſay it and [2 
forbear Laughing — [ Looking over Sharlot] Oh I ſee his Will ©. 
Name as plain as you de—F——a— Fran c=1— cis, 1. 
Francis, tis in every line of the Book. . 


L. Sh. [ Riſing] Tis in vain, I ſee, to mind any ' 
thing in ſuch impertinent Company — but granting te 
'twere as you ſay, as to my Lord Hardy — tis more 5 


excuſable to admire another than one's ſelf —— © 
T. Ha No, I think not—— Yes 1 grant you than 1 
really to be vain at one's Perſon, but I don't admire 


my ſelf —— Piſh! I don't believe my Eyes have that £ 
Softneſs—— [ Looking in the Glaſs.} They an't ſo pier- 2 
cing : No, tis only Stuff the Men will be talking y 


Some People are ſuch Admirers of Teeth Lord what 


moor has as white Teeth as No, Siſter, I don't 
_ admire my ſelf, but Pye a Spirit of Contradiction in 
me: I don't know I'm in Love with my felf, only to 
Rival the Mes: 
3 L. Sh, 
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L. Sh. Ay, but Mr. Campley will gain Ground ev'n 
of that Rival of his, your dear ſel 

L. Ha. Oh! what have I done to you, that you ſhould 
name that inſolent Intruder — A confident Opiniona- 
tive Fop—— No indeed, if I am, as a Poetical Lover 
of mine Sigh'd and Sung of both Sexes, 


The Publick Envy, and the Publick Care; 


I ſnan't be ſo eaſily catch'd—— I thank him I want 
but to be ſure, I ſhou'd heartily Torment him, by Ba- 
niſhing him, and then conſider whether he ſhould de- 
this Life, or not. | 
L. Sh. Indeed, Siſter, to be ſerious with you, this 
ny Vanity in yoar Humour does not at all become you! 
L. Ha. Vanity! All the matter is, we gay People 
are more Sincere than you wiſe Folks: all your Lite's 
2. an Art — Speak your Soul — Look you there 
D Halling her to the Glaſs] Are not you ſtruck with a 
ſecret Pleaſure, When you view that Bloom in your 
Looks, that Harmony in your Shape, that Promptitude 
| of your Mein ! 
4 L. Sh. Well, Simpleton, if I am at firſt fo filly, as 
co be a little taken with my ſelf, 1 know it a Fault, 
and take pains to Correct it, | 
L, Ha. Plaw! Plaw! talk this muſty Tale to Old 
Mrs. Fardmgale, tis too ſogn for me to think at that 
rate 
L. Sh. They that think it too ſoon to underſtand 
themſelves, will very ſoon find it too late Zut tell 
me honeſtly, don't you like Campley? 5 
L. Ha. The Fellow is not to be Abhorr'd, if the 
forward Thing did not think of getting me ſo eaſilj 
Oh——-TI hate a Heart I can't break when I pleaſe —— 
What makes the Value of dear China, but that tis fa 
brittle? — were it not for that, you might as well 
bare tone Mugs in your Cloſet—— | 3 
| I. 


ere Fa 6D 
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L. Sh. Hiſt, hiſt, here's Fardingale—— 


Enter Fardingale. | 


Far. Lady Harriot, Lady Sharlot ——Pll entertain 
you now, I've a new Song juſt come hot out of the 

oet's Brain: Lady Sharlot, my Couſin Campley writ 
it, and tis Set to a pretty Air, I warrant you. 

L. Ha. Tis like to be pretty indeed, of his Wri- 
ting. | 9  [Flings away, 
Far. Come, come this is not one of your Tring- 
-bam Trangham witty things. that your poor Poets | 
write, no, tis well known my Couſin Campley bas 
Two thouſand Pounds a Year—-But this is all Diſſimu- 
lation in you. 

L. Sh. Tis ſo indeed, for your Couſin's Song's very 
'f pretty, Mrs. Fardingale. 


| Reads. 
Let not Love on me beſtow 
Soft Diſtreß, and tender Woe ; | | 
T know none but ſubſtantial Bliſſes, E 


Eager Glances, ſolid Kiſſes; | M 
I know not what the Lovers feign, — 
Of finer Pleaſure mix d with Pain; : | 
Ihen prithee give me, gentle Boy, G 
None of thy Grief, but all thy Foy. 
But Harriot thinks that a little unreaſonable, to expect wh 


one without enduring t'other, 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. There's your Couſin Campley to wait on you 
without 


Far. Let him come in we ſhall have the Song 
now — We 


Enie 
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Enter Campley. 

Cam. Ladies, your moſt obedient Servant Your 
© Servant, Lady Sharlot Servant, Lady Harriot — 
C Harriot looks grave upon hm] Mhat's the Matter, dear 
Lady Harriot Not well? I proteſt to you 'm migh- 
tily concern'd——[ pulls aut 4 Bottle] This is a moſt ex- 
cellent Spirit. ſnuff it up, Madam 

L. Ha. Piſh—— the familiar Coxcomb frets me 
heartily —— 

Cam. Twill over, I hope, immediately. 

| L. Sh. Your Coufin Fardingale has ſhown us ſome of 
as your Poetry; there's the Spinct, Mr. Campley, I know 
u- youre Muſical. 

Cam. She ſhould not have call'd it my Poetry. 
ry Far. No: Who waits there —— Pray bring my Lute 
out of the next Room 


Enter Servant with a Lute. 


You muſt know I con'd thi- Song before I came in; 
and find t will go to an excellent Air of old Mr. Laws's, 
who was my Mother's intimate Acquaintance; my 
Mother's, what do | talk of? I mean my Grand- Mo- 

Sther's — Oh here's the Lute Coufin Campley hold 
the Song upon your Hat. [ Aſide to him] Tis a pretty 
Gallantry to a Relation. - | 

Sings and Squal:s, 
Let not Love &c. 
N Oh! I have left off theſe things many a Day. 

Camp. No; I profeſs, Madam, you do it admirably 
ut are not aſſur d enough Take it higher in 
ber own Squale] Thus ——1 know your Voice will 
bear it. 

L. Ha. Oh hideous! Oh the groſs Flatterer I 
ſhall burſt —— Mrs. Fardingale pray go on, the Muſick 
fits the Words moſt aptly——Take it bigher, as your 
ouſin adviſe. 


Far. 


- 
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Far. Oh dear Madam, do you really like iI doi 
it purely to pleaſe you——for I can't fing, alas! | 
L. Sh. We know it, good Madam, we know it — 
But pray | | | 
Far. Let not Love, and ſubſtantial Bliſſes, is lively e 
nough, and ran accordingly in the Tune ¶ Curtſies 
the Company] Now 1 took it higher — 
L. Ha. Incomparably done! Nothing can equal it 
except your Coutir ſang his own Poetry 
Cam. Madam, from my Lord Hard) — [ Del: 
vers a Letter to Lady Sharlot.] How do you ſay, ml 
Lady Harriot, except I fing it my ſelf? then I aflury 
you I wil [9% - FOR 
L. Sb. I ban't patience, I muſt go read my Lette! 


Cam. Sings. Let not Love, &c, 
Far, Bleſs me, what's become of Lady Sharlot ? 
| [ Ext 
L. Ha. Mrs. Fardingale, Mts. Fardingale, what mul 
we loſe you [ Going after hy 
Campley runs to the Door, takes the Key out, and locks 
_—__ 
What means this Inſolence ? a Plot upon me—Do yo! 
know who Ia 
Cam. Yes, Madam, you're my Lady Sharlot Lov 
ly, with ten Thouſand Pounds in your Pocket; and 
am Mr, Campley, with two Thouſand a Year —-i8 
Qualicy enough to pretend to you —— And 1 do de,, 
fign, before I leave this Room, to hear you talk like 
reafonable Woman, as Nature has made you — Naß 
tis in vain to flotifice ä 


and diſcompoſe your Te 
and your Dreſ.— * b N 
L. Ha. If there are Swords, if there are Men © 
Honour, and not all Daſtarde, Cowards that pretend 
to this Injur'd Perfor —— [Running round the Room 
Cam Ay, ay, Madam, let em come— That 
putting me in my way, Fighting's my Trade —— 4 
| you if 


\ 


\ 
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not ſee i [ aſide.] Had I not better tell you of it 
now, than when you're in my Power, | ſhould be 


then too Generous to thwart your Inclination. 
L. Ha. That is indeed very handſomely ſaid. Why 


- ſhould I not obey Reaſon as ſoon-as I ſee it? [ Aſede] 


Since ſo, Mr. Campley, 1 can as ingenuouſly as I ſhould 


then, acknowledge that 1 have been in an Error. 


[Looking down on her Fan. 
Cam. Nay, that's too great a Cordeſcenfion : Oh! 
Excellence! | repent ! I ſee twas but Juſtice in you to 
demand my Knees, [Kneeling] my Sighs, my conſtant 
tendereſt Regard and Service ànd you ſhall have 
em, fince you are above em 
L. Ha. Nay, Mr.Campley, you won't recall me to a 
Fault you have fo lately ſhown me——1 will not ſuf- 
fer this —— No more Extaſies! But pray, Sir, what 
was t you did to get my Siſter out of the Room? 
Cam. You may know it, and I muſt deſire you to 
aſſiſt my Lord Hardy there, who writ to her by me 
For he is no Raviſher, as you call'd me joſt now 


He is now. in the Houle—— ind 1 would fain gain 


an I6t-ryiew a 
L. Ha. That they may have — But they'll make 


little uſe of it; for the Tongue is the Inſtrument of 
Speech to us of a lower form; they are of that high 
Oder of Lovers, who know none buc Eloquent Si- 


lence, and can utter themſelves only by a Geſture that 


ſpeaks their Paſſion Inexpreſſible——and what not 


Fine things. | 

Cam. But pray let's go into your Sifter's Cloſet, 
while they are together. 
T. Ha. 1 ſwear I don't know how to ſee my Si- 
ſter ſhe'll laugh me to Death to ſee me out of my 


Pantcfles, and you and I thus familiar — However, 
I know ſhe'll approve it | 

Cam. You may boaſt your ſelf an Heroine to her, 
and the firſt Woman that was ever yanquiſti'd by N 


«A {© .J 


&* 
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Truth, and had Sincerity enough to receive ſo rough 
an Obligation, as being made acquainted with her 
Faults Come, Madam, ſtand your Greund bravely, 
we'll march into her thus, [She leaning on Campley. 

L Ha. Who'll believe a Woman's Anger more? I've 
betray'd the whole Sex to you, Mr. Campley. ¶ Exeunt. 


Re- enter Lord Hardy and Campley. 


Cam. My Lord, her Siſter, who now is mine, will 
immediately ſend her hicher—— But be your ſelf 
Charge her bravely——1 wiſh ſhe were a Can- 
non— An Eighteen Pounder for your ſake -— Then 
] know, were there eccaſion, you'd be in the Mouth 
of her—— 

Ld. H. I long, yet fear to ſee her I know 1 
am unable to utter my felt ——— 

Cam. Come, retire here till ſhe 2ppzars. 
[ Go back 10 the Door. 


Enter Lady Sharlot. 


L. Sh. Now is the tender Moment now approsch- 
ing. [aſide] There he is. [They approach and ſalute 
each other Trembling ] Your Lordſhip will pleaſe to 
fit; [ After à very long pauſe, ſtoln Glances, and irreſo- 
lute Geſture.) Your Loroſhip, I think, has Travell'd 
thoſe parts of Italy where the Armies ai e—— | 

Ld H. Yes, Madam 

L. Sb. I think I have Letters from you, dated Man- 
Tua. 
Ld. H. I hope you bave, Madam, and that their 
purpoſe | 

L. Sh. My Lord? [Looking ſerious and confus'd, 
3 H. Was not your Ladyſhip going to fay tome» 
thing? 8 N 

2 Sh. I only attended to what your Lordſhip was 
going to ſay—--That is, my Lord But you were, I 

| belreve, 
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believe, going to ſay ſomething of that Garden of the 
World, Italy lam very ſorry your Misfortunes in 2 
England are ſuch as make you juſtly regret your lea- 1 

ving that Place. 

Ld. H. There is a Perſon in England may make thoſe T 
Loſſes inſenſible to me. E 
L. Sh. Indeed, my Lord, there have ſo very few of 1 

Quality attended bis Majeſty in the War, that your 
Birth and Merit may well hope for his Favcur. 
Ld. H. | have, indeed, all the Zeal in the World for { 
his Majeſty's Service, and moſt grateful Affection for | 
b 
) 


his Perſon, but did not then mean him —— 

L. Sh. But can you indeed impartially ſay that our 
Iſland is really preterable to the reſt of the World, or 
is it an Arrogance only in us to think fo ? 

Ld. H. I profeſs, Madam, that little I have ſeen has e 
but more endear'd England to me; for that Medley of 
Humours which perhaps diſtracts our Publick Affairs, 
| does, methinks, improve our private Lives, ar.d makes 
= Converſation more various, and con ſequently more 

pleaſing Every where elſe both Men and Things 
have tte ſame Countenance In France you meet 
much Civility, and little Friendſhip; in Holland, deep 
Attention, but little Reflection; in Italy, all Pleaſure, I 
but no Mirth Bur here with us, where you 
have every where Pretenders, or Maſters in every 
thing, you car. fall into Company wherein you ſhall I 


„ 


| | x not be Inſtructed or Diverted. 
6 L Sh. I never had an Account of any thing from 
4 you, my Lord, but I mourn'd the loſs ot my Brother, 


you would haye been ſo happy a Companion for 
him — With that right Senſe ot your: My Lord, 
you need not bow 1o blend for I do you but 
» Juſtice =—— But you ſent me Word of your ſeeing a 
Lady in Jtaly very like me — Did you viſit 5 
Ld, H 


often ? 
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Ld. H. Once or twice, but I obſery'd her ſo boſe 


a Creature, that I could have kill d her for having your 


Perſon 

IL. Sh. I thank you, Sir; but Heay'n that preſerves 
me unlike her, will 1 hope m. ke her more like me — 
But your Fellow. Traveller His Relations themſclyes 
know not a juſt Account of him — 

Ld H. The original Cauſe of his Fever was a vio- 
lent Paſſion for a fine young Woman he had not Power 
to ſpeak to but I told her his Regard for her, as 
paſſionately as poſſible | | 

L. Sh. You were to him, what Mr. Campley has 
been to you — Whither am I running? — Poor, 
our Friend —— Poor Gentleman —— 
Ld. H. IJ hope then as Campley's Eloquence is great- 
er, ſo has been his Succeſs | 8 
L. Sh. My Lord? 
Ld. H. Your Ladyſhip's. © # 


Enter Lady Harriot. 


L. Ha. Undone: Undone! Tattlegid has found, by 
ſome-means or other, that Campley brought my Lord 
Hardy hither ; we are utterly ruin'd, my Lady's co- 
min 
14 H. I'll ſtay and confront her. 
L $h. It muſt not be- we are too much in her 
Power. | | 


Enter Campley. 


Cam. Come, come, my Lord, we're routed Horſe 
and Foot —— Down the back Stairs, and ſo out. [ Ex. 

Ladies. Ay, ny —— 

L. Ha. I trembie every Joint of me —— 

T. Sh. lam at a ſtand a little, but Rage will reco- 
yer me. She's coming in 


. Enter Widow. ) 
Mid. Ladies, your Servant — l ſear interrupt you, 


' have you Company? Lady Harriot your Servant, Lady 


Shurlot your Servant? What. not a Word — Oh beg 
your Lady ſhip's Pardon Lady Sharlot did I ſay? 
My young Lady Brumpton, I wiſh you Joy. 

L. Sh. Oh your Servant, Lady Dowager Brumpton-.-- 
That's an Appellation of much more Joy to you 
Mia. So ſmart, Madam! But you ſhould, methinks, 
have made oneacquaintedw——Yet, Madam, your Con- 
duct is ſeen through 9 nk 

L. Sh. My Conduct, Lady Brumpton! 


Hid. Your Conduct, Lady Sharlot ! 
Coming up to each other. 


T. Sh. Madam, tis you are leen through all your , 


thin Diſguiſe. — 

Mid. I ſeen? by whom ? | . 

L. Sh, By an all-piercing Eye, nay, by what you 
much more fear, the Eye of the World—The World 
ſees you, or ſhall fee you; it ſhall know your Secret 
Intemperance, your Publick FaſtingLooſe PM ems 
in your Cloſet, an Homily on your Toile — Your 


eaſy skilful praQtis'd Hypocrifie, by which you wrought 
n your Husband, baſely to transfer the Truſt and - 


upo 
Ward of us, two helpleſs Virgins, into the Hands and 


Care of —— l cannot name it Vou're a Wicked Wo. 


mane . 
L. Ha. [ Aſide.) O rare Sifter! Tis a fine thing to 
eep ones Anger in ſtock by one, we that are ang 
and pleas'd every balt Hour, have nothing at all of al 


this high-flown Fury! Why, ſhe rages like a Princeſs 


in a Tragedy! Bleſſings on her Tongue 


Mil. Is this the effect of your Morning Lectures, 


your Self. Examination. all this Fury? * 
L. Sh. Yes it is. Madam; if I take pains to govern 
my Paſſions, it ſnall not give Licence to others to go- 


vern em for m Haid. 


hog — — 
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id. Well, Lady Sharlot, however you ill deſerve 
it of me, I ſhall take care, while there are Locks and 
Bars, to keep you from Lord Hardy Frombeing a 
Leigher Lady, from carrying a Knapſack. 

L S% Knaplack! Do you upbraid the Poverty your 
own wicked Arts have brought him to— Knapfack! 
Oh grant me Patience, can I hear this of the Man I 
Love? Knapſack! 1 have not Words 


| [Stamps about the Room. 
Mid. I leave you to cool upon it, Love and Anger 
are very warm Pafſions— [ Exit. 


L. Ha. She has Lock d us in 

L. Sh. Knapſack? Well, I will break Walls to go to 
him—1 could fit down and cry my Eyes cu:! Dear 
Siſter, what a Rage have I been in? Knapſack! I'd 
give vent to my Juſt Reſentment—Oh bow ſhall I 
avoid this Baſe Woman, how mect that Excellent 
Man! What an helpleſs Condition are you and I in 
now? If we run into the World, that Youth and In- 
nocence which ſhould demand Aſſiſtance, does but at- 
tract Invaders: Will Providence guard u:? How do L 
ſee that our Sex is naturally Iadigent of Protection: 


I bope'cis in Fate to crown our Loves; for tis only 


in the Protection of Men of Honour, that we are nas 
turally truly Safe; | 


And Woman's Happineſs, for all her Son, 
1s only by that Side whence ſhe was Born. 


SS 
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ILA. E. Hat Jade Tattleaid ſlaw me upon the Stairs, 


SRL S SE 
ACT IL. SCENE I. 
Enter Lord Hardy, Campley and Trim. 


for 1 had not Patience to keep my Con- 


-cealment, but muſt peep out to ſee what was become 


of you. 
Cam. But we have Advice however it ſeems from 


the Garriſon already— this Miſtreſs of Trim's is a migh- 
ty lucky Accident. 


Trim, Ay, Gentlemen, ſhe has free Egreſs and Re- 
greſs, and you know the French are the beft bred Peo- 
ple in the World ſhell be affiſftant—— Bar Faith, I 
have one Scruple that hangsabout me- -- andthat is --» 
Look you, my Lord, we Servants have no Maſters in 
their Abſence — la a word, when Jam with Mada- 
moiſelle 1 talk of your Lordſhip as only a particular 
Acquaintance, that I do Buſineſs indeed for-youſome- 
times I muſt needs ſay, cries I, that indeed my 
Lord Hardy is really a'Perſon 1 have a great Honour 
for — W | 

Ld. H. Piſh! is that all? I underſtand you — your 
Miſtreſs does not know that you do me the Honour to 
clean my Shoes or ſo, uponoccation—— Prithee, Will, 
make your ſelf as Conſiderable as you pleaſe, | 

Trim. Well then, your Lefion is thi; —-She, out of 
her Reſpect to me, and underſtanding Mr. Campley was 
an Intimate of my Friend my Lord Hardy, and con- 
deſcending (tho? fhe is of a great Houſe in France) to 
make Manto's for the Improvement of the Engliſh---- 
which gives her eaſie Admittance- --She, I ſay, mov'd 
by theſe Promiſes, has vouchſaf d to bring a Letter 
from my Lidy Harriot to Mr. Campley, and came to 
ane to bring her to him. You are to underſtand 5 

a taat 


a 7 uw 
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that ſhe is dreſs'd in the lareſt French Cut? her Dreſs 
is the Model of their Habit, and her ſelf of their Man- 
ners—for ſhe i. Zut you ſhall ſee her —— ¶ Exit. 

Ld. H. This gives me ſome Life——Chear up, 
Tom — but behold the Solemnity——Do you ſee 
Trim's Gallantry ? I ſhall laugh out. 


Enter Trim leading in Madamoiſelle. 


Trim. My dear Lord Hardy, this is Madumoiſelle d E- 
pingle, whoſe Name you've often heard me ſigb 
[Lord Hardy ſalutes her. mn b Penn 1 he 
4 Epingle=———— [ Campley ſalutes her.] 

Mad. Votre Servante, Gentlemen, votre 'Seryante--- 

Cam. I proteſt to you, I never ſaw any thing fo be- 
coming as your Dreſs——ſhall I beg the Favour you'd 
condeſcend to let Mr. Trim lead you once rovnd the 
Room, that I may admire the Elegance of your Ha- 
bit | {Trim lead, her round. 

Ld. H. How could you ask ſuch a thing? 

Cam. Pſhaw, my Lord, you are a baſhful Engliſh 


 Fellow—You fee ſhe is not ſurpriz'd at it, but thinks 


me gallant in deſiring it—— Oh, Madam! your Air—! 
The Negligence, the Diſengagement of your Manner? 
O how delicate is your noble Nation I ſwear 
there's none but the clumfie Dutch and Engliſh would 
oppole ſuch polite Conqueror When ſhall you ſee 

an Engliſh Woman ſo dreſs d? 

Mad. De Engliſe! poor Barbarians, poor Savager, 
dey know no more of de Dreſs but to cover dere Na- 
kedneſs [glides along the Room. ] Dey be cloded, but no 
dreſs c But Monſieur Terim, which Monficur Camp · 
ley? 

Trim. That's honeſt Tum. Campli 
Camp. At your Service, Madamoiſell 
Mad. I fear I incur de Cenſure, [ pulling out the Let- 

ter, and yecolleding as loath to deliver it] but Mr. Terim 

being your intimate _ and I defigning to Honour 
2 bim 


- 


40, The FUNERAL: Or, 


him in de way of an Husband—So—ſo— how *. 
f run away in Diſcourſe never make Promiſe to 
Mr. Terim before, and now to do it par accident 
Cam, Dear Will Trim is extreamly obliging in ha- 
ving prevail'd upon you, to de a thing, that the Seve- 
rity of your Virtue, and the Greatneis of your Qua- 
4 lity (tho? a Stranger in the Country you now honour 
by your dwelling in it) would not let you otherwiſe 
condeſcend tc 
Mad. Oh Monſicur! Oh Monſieur! you ſpeak my 
very Tough:s—Ob! I don't know: how! Pardon me 
to give a Bille!—it ſo look —Oh fie! I can no flay 
after it— [-Drops it, runs affettedly to the other end of 
the Room, then quite out, RC- enters] I beg ten touſand 
Pardons for go away ſo-mal-propot— [ Curtſies as going. 
Ld. H. Your Servant, good Madam—Mr. Trim, you 
know you Command herc—pray, if Madam d'Epingle 
will honour our Cottage with longer ſtay, wait on 
her in, and entertain her—pray, Sir, be free 
Trim My Lord, you know your Power over me, 
I'm all Complaiſance [ Lead: her out. 
Cam. Now to my dear Epiſſle 


.S1R, 


Here is one thing wh th you were too Gereroui to touch 
upon in our laſt Converſation. We have reaſon to 
fear the Widow's Praflices in relation to our Fortunes, . 
you are not too quicſꝶ for her —I a Lady Sharlot - whe- 
ther this is not her Senſe to Lord Herdy—She ſays no- 
thing, but lets me write on—Theſe People always have, 
and will have. Admittance every where therefore we may 
hear frem you. * 


I am, SIR, 
* Four moſt Obedien: Seryant, 


Harriot Lovely. 
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My obedient Servant! 

Thy Obedience ſhall ever be as voluntary as now 
ten thouſand thouſand Kiſſes on thee — Thou dear 
Paper——Look you, my Lord hat a pretty Hand 
it is? 

Ld. H. Why, Tom, thou doſt not give me leave to 
ſee i. ou ſnatch it to jour Mouth ſc——youv'll ſtifle 
the poor Lady —— 

Cam. Look you, my Lord, all along the Lines here 
went the Pen; and through them white Intervals her 
ſnowy Fingers. Do you ſee, this is her Name 

Ld. H. Nay, there's Lidy Shazlot's Name too in the 
midſt of the Letter — Why, you'll not be ſo uncon- 
„ ſo greedy, you il give me one Kiſs 

urc 

Cam. Well, you ſhall, but you're ſo eager don't 
bite me----for you ſhan't have it in your own Hands--« 
there, there, ther Let go my Hand 

Ld H. What an exquiſite Pleaſure there is in this 
Foolery— But what ſhall we do? 

Cam, I have a Thought; prithee, my Lord, call 
Trim. | 

Ed. H. Ha, Trim - | 
_— Hold, Mr. Trim You forget his Miſtreſsis - 

re. | 

Ed. H. Cra'mercy---Dear Will Trim, ſtep in hither, 
Cam. Ay, that's ſomething —- | 


Enter Trim. 


Trim, have not I ſeena young Woman ſometime car- 
ry Madam d Epingle's Trinkets for her, coming from 
my Lady Brumpion's —— 

Trim. Yes, you might have ſeen ſuch a one, ſhe 
waits for her now 

Cam. Do you think you could not prevail for me 
to be dreſs'd in that Wench's Clothes, and attend your 
C 3 Miſtecls-- 


- 
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Miftreſs in her ſtead thither ? ' They'll not dream 
ſould ſo ſoon attempt again * 
Trim, Yes, I'll engage it 
Cam. Then well truſt the reſt to our good Genius, 


I'll about it inſtantly Harriot Lovely—— - 
[Exit kiffmg the Letter, 
Enter Widew and Tattleaid. 


Mid. This was well done of you; be ſure you take 
care of their young Ladyſhips; you ſhall, I promiſe 
you, have a ſnip in the Sale of 'em. 

Tat. I thank your good Ladyſhip. 

Wid. Is that the Porter's Paper of How d'ye's? 

Tat. Yes, Madam, be juſt ſent it up—His general 
Anſwer is, that you're as well as can be expected in 
your Condition, but that you ſee no ody 

Wid. That's right [reading Names.) Lady Riggle, 
Lady Formal —— Oh! that Riggls, a pert Ogler——a1 
indiſereet 10 Thing, who is really known by no Man, 
yet for her Carriage juſtly — 
and as Formal has only the Appearance of Virtue, ſo 
ſhe has only the Appearance of Vice What Chance, 
I wonder, put theſe Contradictions to each other into 
the ſame Coach, as you ſay they call'd—Mrs, Francis, 
and Mrs. Winifred Glebe.— who are they? 

Tat. They are the Country great Fortunes, have 
been out of Town this whole Year; they are thoſe 
whom your Ladyſhip ſaid upon being very well Born, 
took upon 'em to be very ill Bred | 

Wid. Did I ſay fo? really I think *twas apt enough, 
now 1 remember em: Lady Hinkle, Oh that ſmug 
old Woman! there's no enduring her Aſſectation of 


Vouth, but I plague her; I always as& whether her 


Daughter in Wiltſhire has a Grandchild yet or not 
Lady Hort! can't bear her Company, ſhe has fo 
much of that Virtue in her Heart, which 1 have in 
my Mouth only. LAſide. 

| - Mrs. 


t Common to all; 


iſe 


' 
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Mrs. After-Day—Oh that's ſhe that was the great Beauy 
ty— the mighty Toaſt about Town, that's juſt come 
out of the Small-Pox, ſhe's horridly pitted they ſay; I 
long to ſee her and plague her with my Condolance— 
'Tis a pure ill-natur'd Satisfaction to ſee one that was 
a Beauty unfortunately move with the ſame Languor, 
and Softneſs of Behaviour, that once was Charming in 
her—To ſee, I ſay, her mortifie that us'd to ki. 
Ha, ha, ha! The reſt are a Catalogue of mere Names 
or Titles they were born to, an inſipid Groud of the 
neither good nor bad——But you are ſure theſe other 
Ladies ſuſpect not in the leaſt that I know of their 


coming —— | 
Tat. No, dear Madam, they are to ack for me 
Mad. I hear a Coach r [Exit Tat. 


ve now an exquiſite Pleafure in the thought of ſur- 
paſſing my Lwdy Sly, who pretends to have outgrie d 
the whole Town tor her Husband They are cer- 
tainly coming - Oh no! here let me Thus let me 
fit and think [H idow on her Couch, while ſhe is va 
ving as to her ſelf Tattleaid ſoftly brings in the Ladi-s. 
Wretched Diſconſolate as I am! Oh welcome— vel- 
come, dear killing Anguiſh——Oh that I could lye 
down and dye in my preſent Reavinel: Hut what 
how? Nay, my dear dear Lorc—Why do you look 
ſo pale, ſo gaſtly at me, Wottoo, Wottoo, fright thy 
own trembling thivering Wifc 
Tat. Nay. good Madam, be comforted. | 
Mid Thou ſhalt net have me—— [Puſhes Tat. 
Tat. Nay good Madam, *tis I, "tis I, your Lady- 
ſhip's own Womar—'Tis I, Madam, that dreſs you 
and talk to you, and tell you all that's done in tle 
Houſe every Day; tis! 
Mid. Is it then poſſible ? Is it then poſſible that Iam 
lef.—ſpeak to me not—hold me not—Fl| break 
the liſt' ning Walls with my Complaints, [Looks ſur- 
prix d at ſeeing Company then ſeverely at Tatilcaid.] Ah! 
G's. 


Tattle aid . 4 1 La- 


„ne FUNERAL: Or, 


1 La. Nay, Madam, be not angry at her. we would 
come in in ſpite of her We are your Friends, and 
are as concern'd as yot | 

Wid. Ah! Madam, Madam, Madam, Madam, I am 
an undone Woman — Oh me! Alas! Alas! Oh!Oh! 
[AI join in her Notes.] I ſwoon, | expire, [ Faints. 

2 La. Pray, Mrs. Tattleaid, bring ſomething that is 
Cordial to her. [ Exit Tattlea'd 

3 Ta. Indeed, Madam, you ſhould have Patience, 
his Lordſhip was Old. To dye is but going before in 
a Journey we muſt all take. 


Enter Tattleaid loaded with Bottles, 2d Lady takes a 
Bottle from her and drinks. | 


4 La. Lord! how my Lady Fleer drinks; I've heard, 
indeed, but never could believe it of her. [ Drinks alſo. 

La. Bat, Madam, don't you hear what the Town 
ſays of the ſilt Flirt, the Men lik'd ſo much in the 
Park—— Hark ye—was ſeen with him in an Hackoe) - 
Coach---and Silk Stockings - Key-hole.--his Whig -- 
on the Chair —— [Whiſpers by Interruptions. 

2 La. Impudent Flirt, to be found out! 

2 La Bur I ſpeak it only to you 

4 La. Nor I but to one more [Whiſpers next Wo. 

5 La. I can't believe it; nay, I always thought it, 


Madam [Whiſpers the Widow. 
__ Hid. Sure tis impoſſible! the demure prim Thing. 


ſure all the World's Hypocrifie—— Well, I thank my 
Stars, whatſoever Sufferings | have, I've none in Re- 
utation, I wonder at the Men, I could never think 
her handſome. She has really a good Shapeand Com- 
lexion, but no Mein. And no Woman has the uſe of 
bs Beauty without Mein. Her Charms are dumb, 
they want utterance. But whither does Diſtraction 
lead me, to talk of Charms? 218 

1 La. Charms? a Chit's, a Girl's Charm: Come 
let us Widows be true to our ſelves, keep cur Coun- 
| tenances, 
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tenances, and our Characters, and a Fig for the Maids, 
I mean for the unmarried. 

2 La. Ay, fince they will ſet up for our Kaow- 
ledge, why ſhould not we for their Ignorance? 

3 La. But, Madam, o Sunday —— at Church l 
curtſied to you; and look d at a great Fuſs in a glaring 
light Dreſs next Pew, That ſtrong maſculine Thing 
is a Knight's Wife, pretends to all the Ten derreſs in 
the World! and would fain put the unweildy upon us 
for the ſoft, the languid ! She has of a ſudden left her 
Dairy, and ſets up for a fine Town Lady, calls her 
Maid Sifly her Woman, ſpeaks to her by her Sirname, 
Mrs. Cherryfi/t, and her great Foot- Boy of Nineteen, 
big enough for a Trooper, is ſtrip'd into a Lace Coat. 
now Mr; Page forſooth. | 

4 Ls Oh! I have ſeen her Well, I heartily pity 
ſome People for their Wealth; they might have been 
unknown elſe! You'd dye, Madam, to ſee her and 
her Equipage——l thought the honeſt fat Tits, her 
Horſes, were aſham'd of their finery; they drag'd on, 


ar if they were (till at the Plough, and a great baſhful. 


look'd' Booby behind, graſp'd the Coach as if he held 
one. 

5 La. Alas! ſome People think there's nothing but 
being fine to be Gen'ile ; but the high Prarce of the 
Horſes, and the brisk Inſolence of the Servants in an 


Equipige of Quality, are inimitable, but to-our own , . 


Beaſts and Servante, 

1 La. Now youtalk of Equipage, I envy this Lidy 
the Beauty ſhe'l] appear in in a mourning Coach, twill 
ſo become her Complexion; | conteſs 1 my ſelf 
mourn'd two Years for no other Reaſon Take up 
that Hood there; Oh! that fair Face with a Vail. 

| [ They take up her Hoods. 
id. Fie, fie, Lidies —- But l've been told, indeed, 


Black does becom 
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2 La. Well, I'll take the liberty to ſpeak it, there's 
young Nutbrain has long had (11! be ſworn) a Paſſion 
for this Lady; but I'll tell you one thing, 1 fear ſhe'll 
diſlike, that is, he's younger than ſhe is. 

3 La. No, that's no Exception; but I'll tell you 
one he's younger than bis Brother. | 

Mid. Ladies, talk not of ſuch Affairs: Who cou'd 
love ſuch an unhappy Relict as Iam? But, dear Ma- 
dam, what grounds have you for that idle Story ? 

4-La. Why he toaſts you, and trembles when you're 
ſpoke of; it muſt be a Match. , 

Mid. Nay, nay ; you rally, you rally: ButI know 

mean it kindly, 
1 La, I ſwear we do. 
— [ Tattleaid whiſpers the Widow; 
Mid. But I muſt beſoech you, Ladies, ſince you have 
been ſo compaſſionate, as to viſit and accompany my 
Sorrow, to give me the only Comfort I can now 
know, to ſee my Friends chearful, and to honour an 
Entertainment Tatitleaid has prepar d within for you: 
If I can find Strength enough Vil attend you; but I 
wiſh you'd excuſe me, for I've no reliſh of Food or 
Joy, but will try to get a Bit down in my own 
Chamber. a 
No, no, you mult go with us. 
Ia. There's no Pleaſure without you. 
id. But, Madam, I muſt beg of your Ladyſhipnot 
ta be ſo importune to my freſh Calamity, as to men · 
tion Natbrain any, more: I'm ſure there's nothing in 
it: In Love with me, quoth a'. L helped off. 
[ Exennt. 


Enter Madamoiſelle, and Campley in Woman's Clothes 


Mad, I very glad us be in de Ladies Antichamber; 
I was ſham'd of you. You you ſuch an impudent 
. Look; 


n 
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Look: Beſides me wonder you were not ſeiz d by the 
Conſtable, when you puſh'd de Man into de Kennel. 

Cam. Why, ſhou'd I have let him kiſs d me? 

Mad. No: But if you had hit him wit Fan, and ſay, 
why ſure Savycy · box, it been enough; beſide what 
you hitted de Gentleman for offer kiſs me. 

Cam. I beg pardon, I did not kaow you were pleas'd 
with it, | 

Mad Pleaſe, no, but me rader be kiſſe, den you, 
Mr. Terim's Friend, be found out. Could not you ſay 
when he kiſſe me, ſure Sawcy-box dat's Meat for your 
Maſter. Beſides you take ſuch Strides when you walk—- - 
walk—Oh fiez deſe littil pette tiny bits a Woman 
ſteps. ; [ Shewing her ſlep. 

Cam. But prithee, Madamoiſelle, why have you loſt 
your Engliſh Tongue all of a ſudden ; methought when 
the Fellow call'd us French Whores, as we came along, 
and ſaid we came to Starve their own People, you - 
gave him pretty plain Engliſh ; he was a Dog, a Raſcal, 
you'd ſend him to the Stocks 

Mad. Ha! ha! ha! I was in a Paſſion andbetray'd 
my ſelf, but you're my Lover's Friend, and a Man of 
Honour, therefore know you'll do nothing to injure 
us, Why, Mr Campley you muſt know I can ſpeak + 
as good Engliſh as you, but 1 don't for fear of loſing 
my Cuſtomers: The Engliſh will never give a Price 
for any thing they underitand. Nay, I've known ſome 
of your Fools pretend to buy with good Breeding, and 
give any rate rather than not be thought to haye - 
French enough to know what they were doing; ſtrange - 
and farfetch'd Things they only like: Don't you fee 
bow they ſwallow Gallons of the Juice of Tea,while - 
their own Dock leaves are trod under Foor. But 
Mum: my Lady Harriot. 


Enter Lady Harriot. 


Madam, voſtre Scryante, Servang 


L. Ha. 
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T. Ha. Well Madamoifelle, did you deliver my Lets 


De FUNERAL : Or; 


ter? 

Mad: Oui —— 

L. Ha. Well and how is that it in your Hand? 

Mad. Oui —= | 

L. Ha. Well then, why don't you give it me? 

Mad. Oh fie! Lady, dat be ſo right Engliſe, de 
Engliſe mind only de Words of de Lovers, but de 
Words of de Lovers are often Lie, but de Action no 
Lie | 

T. Ha. What does the thing mean? Give me my 
Letter 

Mad. Me did not deliver your Letter 

L. Ha. No? 

Mad. No, me tell you, me did drop it, to ſee Mr. 
Camfpley how Cavalier to take it up. As deſe me drop 
it ſo Monſieur run take it up 

[They both rim to take it up. Mad. takes it 

L. Ha. Will you give me my Letter or not? 

Mad. Oui But dus he de———Dere de Letter 
yer'y well, very well. O L'amour! You act de 
manner Mr. Campley——take it up better den I, do 
you no ſce it. They both-run, Harriot gets it. 


L. Ha. Readi. 


MAD AM, 

Am glad you mention d what indeed I did not at- 

that time think of, nor if I had, ſhou'd ] have known. 
how to have ſpoken of. But bleſs me more than Fortune 
can, by turning thoſe Fair Eyes upon, Madam, 


Your moft, Faithful, | 
Moſt Obedient Humble Servant, 


Tho. Campley, 
What 
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What does he mean ? But bleſs me more — by turn- 
nig Oh 'tis he himſelf—— | Looking about obſerves 
Cam. ſmile] Oh the Hoiden the Romp—— [ did 
not think any thing could add to your native Confi- 
dence, but you look ſo very bold in that Dreſs and 
your Arms will fall of — And your Petticoats how 
they hang ? 

Cam. Madamoiſelle Voulez vous de Salville Lean 
D' Hongrie, Chez, Monfieur Marchand de Monipelier— 
Dis for your Teet, [ſhowing his Trinkets] De Eſſence, 
a little Book French for teach De elder Broders make 
Compliments. Will you I ſay, have any thing that I 
have, will you have all I have? —— Madam. 

L. Ha. Yes, and for the Humour's ſake. will ne- 
yer part with this Box, while I live, ha! ba! ha! 

Cam. But, Lady Harriot, we muſt not ſtand Lavgh. 
ing; as you obſerve in your Letter, Delays are dange- 
rous in this wicked Woman's Cuſtody of you—— 
therefore I muſt, Madam, beſeech you, and pray ſtay 
not on Niceties, but be advis'd. 

L. Ha. Mr. Campley, | have no Will but yours. 

Cam. Thou dear Creature—— but [ Kiſſes her Hand] 
Harkee then you muſt change Dreſſes with Mada- 
moiſelle, and go with me inſtantly, 

L. Ha. What you pleaſc 

Cam. Madam D'Epingle, I muſt de ſire you to com- 
ply with a Humcur of Gallantry of ours, you may 
be ſure I'll bave an Eye over the Treatment you have 
upon my Account, only to change Habits with Lady 
Harriot, and let her go, while you ſtay, 

Mad. Wit all my Heart. [Offers to undreſs her ſelf. 

L. H. What, before Mr. Campley? 

Mad. Oh, oh very Anglaiſe! Dat is ſo Engliſe, all 
Women of Quality in France are dreſs and undrefs 
by a Valet de Chambre, de Man Chamber-maid help 
Complexion, better den de Woman. [ Apart to Har. 

J. Hs 


4 ; 


% The FUNERAL: or, 


L. Ha. Nay, that's a Secret in dreſs, Madamoiſelle, l 
never knew before, and am ſo unpoliſh'd an Engliſo 
Woman as to reſolve never to learn ev'n to dreſs be- 
fore my Husband. Oh! Indecency! Mr.Campley, do 


you hear what Madamoiſelle ſays —— 

Mad, Oh! Hiſt ——Bagatelle. 

L. Ha, Well, we'll run in and be ready in an in- 
Nant. [ Exe. L. Harriot and Madamoiſclle, 
Cam. Well, I like her every Minute better and bet- 

ter. What a delicate Chaſtity ſhe has! There's ſome- 
thing ſo groſs in the Carriage of ſome Wives (tho' 
they're honeſt too) that they loſe their Husbands 
Hearts for Faults, which if they have either good 
Nature, or good Breeding, they know not how to 


tell em of, But how happy am I ia ſuch a Friend 


as Hardy, ſuch a Miſtreſs as Harriot ! 


Continue Heav'n, a grateful Heart to bleſs 
With Faith in Friendſhip, and in Love Succeſs. 


ay — 


ACT IV. SCENET. 


Enter Widow and Truſty. 


1% MN Truſty, you have, I do aſſure you, the 
lame Place ard Power, in the Management 
of my Lord Brumpton's Eſtate, as in his Life-time.(l 
am reduc'd to a Neceſſity of truſting him) [aſide] 
However Tattleard diſſembles the Matter, ſhe muſt be 
privy to Lady Harrivt's Eſcape, and Fardingale's as 
deep with em botb, and I fear will be their Ruin, 
which 'tis my Care and Duty to prevent, © Be Vigi- 
lant, and you ſhall be rewarded. I ſhall employ you 
wholly in Lady Sharlot's Affairs, ſhe is able to pay 

8 Services 
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Services done for her. You'ye Senſe, and underſtand 
me. [Exit Widow. 

Tru. Yes, I do indeed underſtand you, and could 
wiſh another could with as much Deteſtation as I do, 
but my poor old Lord is fo ſtrangely, fo bewitchedly 
Enamour'd of her; that ev'n after this Diſcovery of 
her Wickedneſs, I ſee he could be reconcil'd to her, 
and tho' he is aſham'd to confeſs to me, I know he 
longs to ſpeak with her. If I tell Lord Hardy all to 
make his Fortune, be would not let his Father be 
diſhonour'd by a publick way of Separation. If 
Things are acted privately, I know ſhe'll throw us 
all; there's no Middle-way, I muſt expoſe her to 
make a Re-union impraRicable : Alas, how is honeſt 
Truth baniſh'd the World, when we muſt watch the 
Seaſons and ſoft Ayenues to Mens Hearts, to gain it 
Entrance ev'n for their own Good and Intereſt! [ Ex. 


Enter Lord Hardy, Campley, and Trim. 


Ld. H. I forget my own Mizsfortunes, dear Cam- 
Ney. when I reflect on your Succeſs. 

Cam. I aſſure you, it moderates the ſwell of Joy 
that lam in, to think of your Difficulties. I hope 
my Felicity is previous to yours; my Lady Harriet 
gives her Service to you, and we both think it but 
decent to ſuſpend our Marriage, till your and Lady 
Sharlot's Affairs are in the fame Poſture. | 

Ld. H. Where is my Lady? 

Cam. She's at my Aunts, my Lord. Put, my 
Lord, if you don't interpoſe, I don't know how 1 
ſhall adjuſt matters with Mr. Trim, for leaving bis 
Miſtreſs behind me, I tear he'll demand Satis faction 
of me. 

Trim. No, Sir; alas, I can know no Satisfaction 
while ſhe is in Jeopardy. Therefore would rather 
be put in a way to recover her by ſtorming the = 

* 
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ſtle, or other feat of Arms, like a true enamour'd 
Swain as I am, 


Cam. Since we are all three then expecting Lovers, 
my Lord, prithee, let's have that Song of yours which 
ſuits our commqn Purpoſe. 

Ld. H. Call in the Boy. 


Boy Sings. 
Te Minutes bring the happy Hour, 
And Chloe bluſhing to the Bower: © 
Then ſhall all Idle Flames be o er, 
Nor Eyes or Heart e er wander more: 
Both, Chloe, fix d for &er on thee; 
For thou art all thy Sex to me. 
II. 
A Guilty is a falſe Embrace: 
Corinna's Love's a Fairy. Chace: 
Begone. thou Meteor, Fleeting Fire, 
And all that can't ſurvive Deſire, 
Chloe my Reaſon moves and Awe, 
And Cupid ſhot me, when he ſaw. 


Trim, Look you, Gentlemen, ſince as you are pleas d 
to ſay we re all Lovers, and conſequently Poets, pray 
do me the Honour to hear a little Air of mine: You 
muſt know then, I once had the Misfortune to fall 
in love below my ſelf, but Things went hard with 
us at that time, fo that my Paſſion, or as I may poe- 
tically- ſpeak, my Fire was in the Kitchen: Twas to- 
wards a Cook-Maid; but before I ever ſaw Mrs. De. 
borah. | 

Ld. H Come on then, Trim, let's have it. 

Trim. I muſt run into next Room fora Lute. [Exi. 

Cam. This muſt be diverting ! can the Rogue 


pla; ? 


Re enter 


Sag 
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rd Re-enter Trim, with a pair of Tongs, = 
* Trim. Dear Cynderaxa herſelf very well underſtood 
ich this Inſtrument, I therefore always ſung this Song to 


it, as thus. 


J. 
Cynderaxa kind and good. ; 
Has all my Heart and Stomech too; 
Sh# makes me love, not hate, my Food, 
As other peeviſh Wenches do. 
II. 
Ihen Venus leaves her Vu'can's Cell, 
Which all but I Cole- hole call; 
Fly, fly ye that above Stairs dwell, 
Her Face is waſh'd ye vaniſh all. 
III. 


And as ſhe's Fair, ſhe can impart 
That Beauty to make all things fine; 
Brighten's the Floor with wondrous Art, 
And at her touch the Diſhes ſhine. 


Ld. H. I proteſt, Vill. thou art a Poet indeed. 
And at hey touch the Diſhes ſhine—— And you touc 
your Lute as finely. | 


Enter Boy. 


Boy. There's one Mr, Truſly below would ſpeak 
with my Lord. 
Ld. H. Mr. Truſly? My Father's Steward? What 
can he have to ſay to me? | 
Cam. He's very honeſt, to my Knowledge, 
Ld. H. | remember indeed when 1 was turn'd out 
of the Houſe, he follow'd me to the Gate, and wept 
over me, for which I've heard he'd like to have lyſt: 
his Place. But however I muſt adviſe with youalit- 


r 
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tle, about my Behaviour to bim; let's in, Boy, bring 
bim up bither, tell him I'll wait on him preſently, 

i Exit Boy. 
I ſhall want you, I believe, here, Trim. [ Exeunt. 


Ne. enter Boy and Truſty. 

Boy. My. Lord will wait on you here immediately. 

[ Exit Boy, 

Tru. Tis very well — theſe Lodgings are tut 
homely-for-the Earl of Brumptor—— Oh that damn d 
Strumpet—— that 1 ſhould ever know my Maſters 
Wife: far ſuch —— How many thouſand Things does 
my Head run back to? Atter my poor Father's Death 
the good Lord took me, becauſe he was a Captain in 
nis Regiment, and gave me Education. I was, I 
think, Three and Twenty when this young Lord 
within was chriſtned; what a do there was about 
calling him Francis ?. ¶ wies his Eyes.) Theſe are but 

r Lodgings for him. 1 cannot bear the Joy to 
think that 1 ſhall ave the Family, from which Ile 
had my Bread. | 

iter Trim. 

Trim. Sir, my Lord will wait you immediately. 

Tru. Sir, tis my Duty to wait him — [as Trim i 
going] but Sir, are not you the young Man that at- 
tended him at Chriſt Church in oxford, and have fol- 
low'd him ever ſiuce? 

Trim. Yes, Sir, I am, 1 | 
Tru. Nay, Sir, no harm, but you'll thrive the bet- 
ter for it. 

Trim. I like this old Fellow, I ſmell more Money. 

[ Aſide Exit. 

Try. I think 'tis now Eight Years ſince 1faw him, 
he was not then Nineteen, when I follow'd bim to 
the Gate, and gave him fifty Guineas, which I pre- 
tended his Father ſent after him. 


Enter: 
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Ld. H. Mr.Truſly, I'm very glad to ſee you, you 
look very hale and jolly ; you wear well —— I'm glad 
to ſee it but your Cemmands to me, Mr. Truſty. 

Tra. Why my Lord, I preſume to wait on your 
Lordſhip; my Lord, you're ſtrangely grown ; you're 
your Father's very Picture; you're he, my Lord: You 
are the very Man that look'd fo pleas d, to fee me 
look ſo fine in my Lac'd Livery, to go to Court. | was 
his Page when he was juſt ſuch another as you. He 
kiſs d me afore a great many Lords, and ſaid I was 
a brave Man's Son that taught bim to Exerciſe his 
Arme. I remember he carry'd me to the great Win- 
dow, and bid me be ſure to keep in your Mothers 


Sight in all my Finery. She was the fineſt young 


Creature, the Maids of Honour hated to fee her at 
Court. My Lord then courted my good Lady: She 
was as kind to me on her Death Bed, ſhe ſaid to me, 
Mr. Tray take care of my Lord's ſecond Marriage 
for that Child's Sake: She pointed as wellas ſhe could 
to you; you fell a crying, and ſaid ſhe ſhould not die; 
but ſhe did, my Lord; ſhe left the World, and noone 
like her in't. Forgive me my honour'd Maſter, 
[Weeps, runs to my Lord, and hugs him] I ve often car- 
ry'd you in theſe Arms that graſp you, they were 
ſtronger then, but if I die to morrow you're worth 
Five Thouſand Pounds by my Gift, *cis what I've got 
in the Family, and I return it to you with thank: 
But alas, do I live to fee you want it ? 

Ld, H. You confound me with all this Tenderneſs 
and Generoſity. 

Tru. I'll trouble you no longer, my Lordi 
bu 


Ld. H. Call it not a Trouble; for —. 
Tru. My good Lord, I will not, I ſay, indulge my 
ſelt in talking fond Tales that melt me, and interrupt 
my 


— 
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3 my Story: My Buſineſs to your Lordſhip, in one 
word, is this; I am in good Confidence at preſent with I 71 
my Lady Dowager, and I know ſhe has ſome Fears Wl par 
upon her, which depend upon the Nature of the Set. 
tlement to your Disfavour; and under the Roſe ge 
your ſelf——1 fear your Father has not had fair play 
for his Life; be compos'd, my Lord, what is to be 

done is this, we'll not apply to publick Juſtice in this 
caſe; *till we fee farther; twill make it Noiſie which 
we muſt not do, if I might adviſe, You ſhall, with 
a Detachment of your Company, ſeize the Corps as 
it goes out of the Houſe this Evening to be inter r d ia 
the Country, t will only look like taking the Admi. 
niſtration upon your ſelf, and commencing a Suit for 
the Eſtate; ſhe has put uff the lying in State, and La- 
dy Harriot's eſcape with Mr. Campley makes her fear 
he will prove a powerful Friend, both to the young 
Ladies and your Lordſhip. She cannot with decency 
. be ſo buſie, as when the Corps is out of the Houſe, 
therefore haſtens it. I know your whole Affair, leave 
the care of Lady Sharlot to me, II pre-acquaint her, 
that ſhe mayn't be frightned, and diſpoſe of her ſafely I 2: 
to obſerve the Iſſuie. 
Ld. H. 1 wholly underſtand you, it ſhall be done, 


Tru. I'm ſure I am wanted this moment for your {cr | 
Intereſt at home. This Ring ſhall be the Paſs-port of 
Intelligence, for whom you ſend to aſſault us, and the I 
Remittance of it ſeal'd witł this, ſhall be Authentick 
from within the Houſe. hy 

Ld. H. Tis very well. f 

Tru. Hope all you can wiſh, my Lord, from 2 il © 
certain Secret relating to the Eſtate, which I'll ac- 
quaint you with next time I ſee you. [ Exit. 

Ld. H Your Servant — This Fellow's- ſtrangely 2 
honel.—— Ja! Hill. | 1 


Ener 
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Enter Campley and Will. 


Mill, don't the Recruits wait for me to ſee em at their 
Parade before this Houſe ? 

Trim. Yes, and have waited theſe three Hours. 

Ld. H. Go to em, I'll be there my ſelf immediate. 
ly, we muſt attack with 'em, it the Rogues are flucdy, 
this very Evening. . 

Trim, I gueſs where—I'm overjoy'd at it. I'll war- 
rant you they do it, it [ command in Chief. 

Ld. H. 1defign you ſhall, | Trim runs out jumping. 
Cam. You {cem, my Lord, to be in deep Medita- 
tion. | 

Ld. H. I am fo, but not on any thing that you may 
not be acquainted with. 


Enter Trim, with a Company of ragged Fellows, 
with a Cane. 


1 Sol. Why then I find, Mr. Trim, we ſhall come 
to Blows before we ſee the French 

Trim. Harkee, Friend, 'tis not your Affair to gueſs 
or enquire what you are going to do, tis only for us 
Commander. 

2 Sol The French, Pox, they arc but a Company of 
{cratching Civet Cats They Fight! 

Trim. Harkee, don't bluſtcr— were not you alittle 
miſtaken in your facings at Steinkirł? | 

2 Sol. | grant it; you know | have an Antipathy 
to the French I hate to ſce the Dog:—Look you 


here, Gentlemen, I was ſhot quite through the Body 
— Look you. 
Trim. Prithee, look where it enter'd at your Back: 
2 Sol. Look you, Mr. T14m, you will have your 
Joke, we know you area Wit — But what's that toa 
hghting Man? ; 


Enter 
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Enter Kate, — 

Kate. Mr. Trim —— Mr. Trim 
Trim. Things are not as they have been, Mrs. Rate, 
I now pay the Company ind we that pay Mony 
N expe a little more Ceremony 
Kate. Will your Honour pleaſe to taſte ſome right 
French Brandy? | 
Trim. Art thou ſure, good Woman. tis right [ Drinks] 
How — French —— pray —— nay, if | find you deceiye 
me. who y the Mer I Drink:. 
Kate. Pray, good Maſter, have you ſpoke to my 

Lord about me? 

Trim. I have, but you ſhall ſpeak to him your ſelf... 
Thou haſt been a true Campaigner, Kate, and we muſt 
- not neglect thee---Do you ſell grey Peaſe yet of an 
Evening — Mrs. Matchlock— ? [Drinks again: 

Kate, Any thing to turn the Penny, but I got mare 
by crying Pamphlets this Year, than by any thing I 
have done a great while - Now I am Married into * 
the Company again, I deſiꝑn to croſs the Seas next ip 
Year. But, Maſter, my Husband, a Temple Porter, and 
a Parliament Man's Footman, laſt Night by their talk 
made me think there was danger of a Peace, why b. 
they ſaid all the prime People were againſt a War. 

Trim. No, no, Kate, never fear, you know | keep 
great Company, all Men are for a War; but ſome 
would have it Abroad, and ſome would have it at 
Home in their owa Country. 

Kate, Ay, ſay you ſo, Drink about Gentlemen, not 
a Farthing to pay; a War is a War, be it where it 
will;,——But pray, Mr. Trim. ſpeak to my Lord, that 
when theſe Gentlemen have Shirts 1 may waſh for 
em. : 

Trim. I tell you, if you behave well to Night, you 
ſhall have a Fortnight's Pay each Man as a Reward; 
but there's none ot you Induſtrious, there's a how 
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{and things you might do to help out about this Town 
as to cry--- Puf.— Puff. Pyes. Have you any Knives 
or Sciflors to grind— or late in an Evening, whip 
from Grubſtreet ſtrange and bloody News from Flan- 
Jer. Votes from the Houſe of Commont— Buns, 
rare BunA—old Silver Lace, Cloake, Sutes or Coat. 
old Shoes, Boots or Hat:—B3ut here, here, here's m 
Lord a coming — here's the Captain, fall back into the 
Rank—There move up in the Center. 


Enter Lord Hardy and Campley. 


Ld, H. Let me ſee whether my ragged Friends are 
ready and about me. 

Kate. Enſign Campley, Enſign Campley, I am over- 
joy'd to ſee your Honour, ba' the World's ſurely al- 
ter d. ha”. = 

Cam. Tis ſo faith, Kate, why thou art true tothe 
Cauſe, with the Company ſtil, honeſt Amazon. 

Kate. Dear Soul, not a bit of Pride in him; but 
won't your Honour help in my Buſineſs with my Lord, 
ſpeak for me, noble Enfign do. 

Cam. Speak to him your ſelf, III ſecond you. 

Kate. Noble Captain, my Lord, I ſuppoſe Mr. Trim 
has told your Honour about my Petition, I haye been 
a great Sufferer in the Service; tis hard for a poor 
Woman to loſe nine Husbands in a War, and no No- 
tice taken; nay, three of em alas in the ſame Cam- 
paign, here the Woman ſtands that ſays it, I never 
ſtrip'd a Man till I firſt try'd if he could ſtand on his 
Legs, and if not, I think twas fair Plunder, except 
our Adjutant, and he was a Puppy that made my 
eighth Husband run the Gauntlet for not turning bis 
Toes out. 

Ld. H, Well, we'll confider thee Kate, but fall back 
_ the Rear. A Roll of what? Gentlemen Sol- 
lers. 


Trim. 
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Trim to Pumkin.] Do you hear that, my Lord him. 
ſelf can't deny but we are all Gentlemen as much ay 
his Honou 

Id. H. reading.] Gentlemen Soldiers quarter'd in and 
about Guy-Court in Vinegar Yard, in Ruſſel Court in 
Drury- lane, belonging to the Honourable Captain Har- 
dy's Company of Foot So, anſwer to your Names, 
and March off from the Left John Horſeem Corporal, 
March ezfie, that I may view you as you paſs by me: 
Drums. Simon Rifle. Darby Tattooe— There's a Shil- 
ling for you—— Laztoo be always ſo tight: How 
does he keep himſelf fo clean? 


Trim. Sir, he is a Tragedy-Drum to one of the 
Play- houſes. 


Ld, H. Private Gentlemen Alexander Cowitch, 
Humphrey Mundungus, William Faggot, Nicholas Scab, 
Timothy Megrim Philip Scratch. Nehemiah Duſt, Hums- 
phrey Garbage, Nathaniel Matchlock. 

Cam. What, is Matchlock come back to the Compa- 
* That's the Fellow that brought me off at Sen- 

irk. 


IA H. No, Sir, *tis I am oblig'd to him for that; 
TOffering to give him Mony] there Friend; you ſhall 
want for nothing, I'll give thee a Halbert too. 

Kate. O brave me! Shall 1 be a Serjeant's Lady -I 
faith II make the Drums, and the Corporal's Wives, 
and Company-keepers know their Diftance. 


Cam. How far out of the Country did you come to 
Lift, don't you come from Cornwall, how did you 
bear your Charges? | 


Match. 1 was whipt from Conſtable to Conſta- 

bl. — | 
Trim. Ay, my Lord, that's due by the Courteſy of 
England to al! that want in red Cox's; beſi ſes there's 
7 84 
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an Act that makes us Free of all Corporations, and 
that's the Ceremony of it. 

Cam. But what Pretence had they for uſing youſo 
ill, you did not Pilfer? 

Match. 1 was found guilty of being Poor, 

Cam. Poor Devil! 

Ld. H. Timothy Ragg—— Oh Ragg ! I thought when 
I gave you your Diſcharge, juſt atore the Peace, we 
ſhould never haye had you again, how came you to 
L To yall down the de King: 

To own the F ing. Fig 

22 H. Bravely reſolv'd But pull your Shirt in 
your Breeches, is the mean time—Feoffrey Tatter— 
What's become of the Skirts and Butrons of your 


* 


- 


Coat ? | | 


Tatter. In our laſt Cloathing in the Regiment I ſery'd 
in afore, the Colonel had one Skirt before, the Agent 
one behind, and every Captain of the Regiment a 

Ld. H. Huſh you Rogue, you talk Mutiny.[ Smiling: 

Trim. Ay Sirrah, what haye you to do with more 
Knowledge than that of your Right Hand from your 
Left? Hits him a Blow on the Head. 

Ld. H. Hugh Clump—Clump, thou groweſt a little 
too heavy for Marching. e er 

Trim. Ay, my Lord, but if we don't allow him 
the Pay he'll ſtarve, for he's too Lame to get into 
the 2 48 es 

H. Richard Bumpkin: Ha! A perfect Coun 
Hick—— how came you, Friend, to be a Soldier: 

Bump. An't pleaſe your Henour, I have been croſs'd 
in Love, and am willing to ſeek my Fortune, 

Ld.H. Well Fye ſeen enough of em, if you mind 
your Affair, and act like a wiſe General, theſe Fellows 
may do come take your Orders, [Trim puts his 
Has on his Stick, while my Lord is giving him K. Ring 


and whiſpers Orders, 25 * — 
— 
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neſs manfully, and nothing ſhall be too good for 


Ou. 3 
g Al. Bleſs your Honour. ¶ Exe. Har, and Campley. 

Trim. Now, my brave Friends and Fellowy- Soldiers. 
[a/ide.] I muſt Fellow-Soldier em juſt afore a Battel, 
like a true Officer, tho'T Cane em all the Yearround 
belide—— [Strmtting about] Major-General Trim, no, 
Fox. Trim ſounds ſo very ſhort and priggiſh—that my 
Name ſhould be a Monoſyllable ? But the Foreign News 
will write me, I ſuppoſe, Monſieur or Chevalier Ty;. 
mont, Seigneur Trimoni, or Count Vim untz in the 
German Army I ſhall perhaps be call'd; ay, that's al! 
the Plague and Comfort of us great Men, they do fo 
toſs our Names about But Gentlemen, you are now 
under my Command — Juzza! Thrice — Faith, this 
in very pleaſing. this Grandeur! Why, atcer all, tis upon 
the Neck of ſuch Scoundrels as theſe Gentlemen, that 
we great Captains build our Renown—A Million or 
two of theſe Fellows make an Alexander, and as that 
my Predeceſſor ſaid in the Tragedy of him on the 
very ſame occaſion going to ſtorm for his Statira, ſo 
do 1 for my Dear Semſtreſs, Madam 4 Epingle. 


When I ruſh. on, ſure. none will dare to ſtay ; 
Tis Beauty calls, and Glory lead; the way. 
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ACT v. SCENE I 
Enter Truſty and Lord Brumpton. 


Tru. CHE knows no Moderation in her good For- 
tune, ſhe has, out of Impatience to ſee her (elf 
in her Weeds, order'd her Mantua Woman to- ſtitch 
up any thing immediately — You may hear her and 
Taitleaid laugh aloud——fheis ſo wantonly merry. 

Ld. B. But this of Lady Sharlot is the very utmoſt 
of all I Pray read But I muſt fit——My late 
Fit of the Gout makes me act with Pain and Con- 
ſtraiat Let me ſe | 

Tru. She writ it by the Page who brought it me, 
as I had wheedled him to do all their Paſſages. 

Ld. B. read.] You muſt watch the occaſion of 
the Servants being gone ouc of the Houſe with the 
Corps, Tattleaid ſhall Conduct you, to my Lady Shar- 
lots Apartment! away with her Ind be ſure 
you Bed her 


. 


Your Affectionate Siſier,, Mary Brumptons 
Brumpton? The Creature She call'd as Frank's 
Mother was? Brumpton! The Succuba! What a Devil 
Incarnate have I had in my Boſom? Why, the common 
abandon'd Town Women would ſcruple ſuch an Acti- 
on as this Tho' they haye loſt all regard to their 
own Chaſtity, they would be tender of another's — 
Why ſure ſhe bad no Infancy — She never had Vir- 
inity, to have no Compaſhon through Memory of 
— own former Innocence — This is to forget her 
very Humanit her very Se — Where is my 
poor Boy? Where's Frank? Does not he want! Howe 
has he liv'd all this time Not a Servant I warrant, 
to attend him — What Company can he keep? 
What can he ſay of bis Father ? BYE 
D2 Tru. 
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Tru. Tho you made him not your Heir, he is ſtill 
your Son——and has all the Duty and Tenderneſsin 
tie world, for your Memory 
Ld. B. It is impoflible, Traſty, it is impoſſible l 
will not rack my ſelf with the Thought, that one ! 
have injur'd can be ſo very good Keep me in County. 
nance tell me he hates my very Name——<-wou'd 
not aſſume my Title, becauſe it deſcends from me 
What's his Company? | 
Tru. Young Tom Campley, they are never aſunder. 
Ld. B. I am glad He has my pretty Tattler——the 
Chearful Innocent—Harrio: ] hope he Il be good 
to her he's good-natur'd and well-brec 
Tru. But, my Lord, ſhe was very punQual in or- 
dering the Funcral——ſhe bid Sable be ſure to lay you 
deep enough— ſhe had heard ſuch Stories of the 
wicked Sextons taking up People but I wiſh, my 
Lord, you would pleaſe to hear ber and Tattleaid once 
more 
Ld. B. I know to what thy Zeal tend but! 
tell you, ſince you cannot be convinc'd but that I have 
ſtill a Softneſs for her l ay tho? I had fo, it ſhould 
never make me tran{greſs that ſcrupulous Honour 
that becomes a Peer of England — if I could forget 
Injuries done my ſelf thus groſ l never will thoſe 
done my Friend: You knew Sharlot's worthy Fa- 
the.———No——there's no need of my ſeeing more 
of this Womar,——1 behold her now with the fame 
Eyes that you d there's a Meanneſs in all ſhe ſays 
or does — ſhe has a great Wit, but a little Mind —— 
ſomething ever wanting to make ber appear my Lady 
Brumt ton ſhe has nothing natively Great you 
feel love her not I talk with Judgment of her— 
Tru 1 ſee it, my good Lord, with Joy I fee it— 
nor care how few things I ſce more in this World 
my Satisfaction is compleat welcome old = 
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welcome Decay tis not Decay, but growth to 
4 latter Being. Exit, leading Ld. B. 
Re-enter Truſty meeting Cabinet. 


Tru. I have your Letter, Mr. Cabinet. 

Cab. I hope, Sir, you'll believe it was not in my 
Nature to be guilty of ſo much Baſeneſe; but being 
born a Gentleman, and bred out of all Roads of Indu- 
ſtry in that idle manner too many are, I ſoon ſpent a 
ſmall Patrimony ; and being debauch'd by Luxury, I 
fell into the narrow Mind to dread no Infamy like 
Poverty — which made me guilty, as that Paper tells 
you ind had I not writ to you, I am ſure I never. 
could have told you of it. 

Tru. It is an ingenious, pious Penitence in you 
my Lord Hardy—(to whom this Secret is ineſtima- 
ble) is a noble-natur'd Man and you ſhall fiad 
him ſuch . Il give you my Worc— 

Cab. I know, Sir, your Integrity 

Tru But pray be there all that you have to doĩs 
to ask for the Gentlewoman at the Houſe at my Lord 


Hardy's — ſhe'll take care of you-— And pray have 


Patience, where ſhe places you, till you ſee me. 
Exit Cab.] My Lord Hardy's being an Houſe where they 
receive Lodgers, has allow*d me convenience to place 
every Body I think neceſſiry to be by at her Diſco- 
very —— This predigious welcome Secret! I ſee how- 
ever impracticable honeſt Actions may appear, we 
may go on with juſt Hope. 
All that is Ours, is to be juſtly bent, 
And Heav'n in its own Cauſe will bleſs th Event, 
Exit, 
Enter Trim and his Party, b 
Trim. March up, March up——— Now we are near 
the Cittadel and | halt only to give the neceſſary 


Orders for the Engagement—— Ha! Clump, Clump, 
—— When we come to Lord Brumpton's Door, and 


D 3 you 
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you ſee us conveniently diſpos'd about the Houſe 


you are to wait till you fee a Corps brought out of 
the Houſe —— then to go up to him you obſerve the 


Director. and ask importunately for an Alms to a 


| pour Soldier for which you may be ſure you ſhall 
have a good Blow or toro —— but if you have not, be 
Sawcy till you have Then v/hen you ſee a File of 
Men got between the Houſe and the Body——A Flle 
of Men, Bumpkin, is ſix Men I fay, when you ſee 
the File in ſuch a Poſture, that half the File may face 
to the Houſe, balf to the Body ou are to fall 
down, crying Murder, that the half File fac'd tothe 
Body may throw it and themſelves over y —1 
then March to your Reſcue — Then, Swagger, you ard 
your Party fall in to ſecure my Rear, white t march 
off with the Body — Theſe are the Orders and 
this, with a little Improvement of my own, is the 
fame Diſpoſition Villeroy and Catinat made at Chiari. 

Ml ON [Marches off with his Party. 


| Enter Widow in deep Mourning, with à dead Squirrel on 
her Arm, and Tattleaid. 


Mid. It muſt be fe—It muſt be your Careleſneſ. 
What had the Page to do in my Bed-chamber ? 

Tat. Indeed, Madam, I can't tell But I came 
in and catch'd him wringing round his Neck 

Wid. Tell the Raſcal from me—he ſhall romp with 
the Footmen no more—— No——[T'1l ſend the Rogue 
in a Frock to learn Latin among the dirty Boys that 
come to gooc I will But *tis ever ſo among 
theſe Creatures that live on one's ſuperfluous Affecti- 
ons; a Lady's Woman, Page and Squirrel are always 
Rivals. | S 
Poor harmleſs Animal —— Pretty ev'n in Death; 
Death might have over-look'd thy little Life 
How could'ſt thou, Robin, leave thy Nuts and me? 
How was't, import nate Deareſt, thou ſhould'ſt = 1 

ou 


een .,jc nn ww &Q 2822 


GRIEFA-LA MODE. 67 
Thou never did'ſt invade thy Neighbour's Soils: 
Never mad'ſt War with ſpecious Shews of Peace: 


Thou never haſt depopulated Regions, 
But chearfully didſt bear thy little Chain, 


Content — Sol but fed thee with this Hand. 


Tat. Alas; alas! we are all Mortal: Conſider, Ma- 
dam, my Lord's dead too. [Weeps. 
Mid. Ay, but our Animal Friends do wholly die; an 
Husband or Relation, after Death, is rewarded or tor- 
mented —— That's ſome Conſolatiot I know her 
Tears are falſe, for ſhe hated Robin always [ aſede.] 
— hut ſhe's a wel'-bred diſhoneſt Servant, that ne- 
ver ſpeaks a painful Truth Bur Il reſolve to con- 
quer my Affliction Never ſpeak more of Robin · 
Hide him there But to my Dreſs How ſoberly 
magnificent is Black —— And the Train I wonder 
bow Widows came to wear ſuch long Tails ! 
Tat. Why, Madam, the ſtatelieſt of all Creatures 
has the longeſt Tail, the Peacock, nay *chas of all 
Creatures the fineſt Mein too except your Lady- 
ſhip, who are a Phenix | 
Wid. Ho! Brave Tart:zaid ——But did not you ob- 
ferve what a whining my Lady Sly made, when ſhe 
had drank a little? Did you believe her? Do you think 
there are really People forry for their Husbands? 
Tat. Really, Madam, ſome Men do leave their For“ 
tunes in ſuch Diſtraction, that [ believe it may be 
5 [Speaks with Pins in her Mouth, 
Mid. But I ſwear I wonder how it came up to ureſs 
us thus Iproteſt, when all my Equipage is — 
and 1 move in full Pageantry, I ſhall fancy my ſelf 
an Embaſſadreſs from the Commonwealth of Wo- 
men, the diſtreſſed State of Ama⁊onia o treat for 
Men——But I proteſt I wonder how two of us thus 
clad can meet with a grave Face — Methinks they 
ſhould laugh out like two Fortune-tellers, of two op- 
ponent Lawyers that knoweachother for Cheats 
D 4 Tat, 
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Tat. Ha! ha! ha! I ſwear to you, Madam, your 
Ladyſhip's Wit will choak me one time or otter— 
I bad like to haye ſwallowed all the Pins in my 
Mouth 

Wid. But, Tatty, to keep Houſe fix Weeks, that's 
another barbarous Cuſtom ; but the Reaſon of it, 1 
ſuppoſe, was that the Baſe People ſhould not ſee People 
of Quality may be as afflicted as themſelve: 
Tat. No, tis becauſe they ſhould not ſee em 28 
merry as themſelves. | 

Mid. Ha! ha! ha! Huſſey, you never ſaid that you 
poke laſt. hy tis juſt— tis Satyr—T'm ſure you 
law it in my Face, that I was going to ſay ii t was 
too good for you— Come, lay down that Sentence 
and the Pin-cuſhion, and pin up my Shoulde. 
Harkee, Huſſey, if you ſhou'd, as I hope you won't, 
out- live me, take care I an'c buried in Flannel, *twould 
never become me, I'm ſure—— That they can be 28 
merry: Well, I'll tell my new Acquaintance— What's 
ber Name?: ——She. that reads ſo much, and writes 
Verſes —— Her Husband was deaf the firſt Quarter of a 
Year l forgot her Name That Expreſſion ſhe'll 
like—Well, that Woman does divert me ſtrangely— 
Fil be very great with her— She talk'd very learnedly 
of the Ridicule, till ſhe was r1diculeus—then ſhe ſpoke 
of the Decent -— of the Agreeable—— of the Inſen- 
ſible ſhe deſigns to Print the Diſcourſe — But of 
all things I like her Notion of the Inſeafible. 

Tat. Pray, Madam, how was that? 

Hid. A moſt uſeful Diſcourſe to be inculcated in our 
Teen: :he Purpole of it is to diſguiſe our Apprehen- 
Gon in this ill-bred Generation of Men, who ſpeak be- 
fore Women what they ought not to hear As now 
ſuppole you were a Spark in my Company, and you 
ſpoke ſome double Entendre—1 look thus! But be a 
Fellow, and you ſhall ſee how I'll uſe you The In- 
ſenſible is uſeſul upon any occaſion, where we ſeem- 


ingly 


ww. . yp + m3 


wm RW 4H 


ingly neglect, and ſecretly approve, which is our or- 
dinary common Caſe — Now ſuppoſe a Coxcomb 
dancing, prating and playing his Tricks before me to 
move me without Pleaſure or Diſtaſte in my Coun- 
tenance I look at, him —juſt thus ut— Ha! ha! 
ha! I have found out a Supplement to this Notion of 
the Inſenſible, for my own uſe, which isinfallible, and 
that is to bayealways in my Head all that they can ſay 
or do to me ſo never be ſurpriz'd with Laughter, 
the occaſion of which is always ſudder.——mn— 
Tat. On, my Lady Brumpton [ Tattlezid 6ows and 
cringes.] my Lady—your moſt obedient Seryant— 
Wid. Look you, Wench, you ſee by the Art of In» 
ſenſibility I put you out of Countenancetho' you were 
prepar'd for an ill Reception 
Tat. Oh! Madam how juſtly are you form'd for 
what is now falla to you, the Empire of Mankind. 
Mid. O Sir, that puts me out of all my Inſenſibili- 
ty at once——that was fo gallant Ha ! what Noiſe 
is that that noiſe of Fighting—Run, I fay—Whi- 
ther are you going— What are you mad Will you 
leave me alone Can t you ſtir... What you can't take 
your Meſſage with you—— What ever tis, I ſuppoſe 
you are not in the Plot; not you —— Nor that now 
they're breaking open my Houſe for Sharlot Not 
you o ſee what's the matter I ſay, I have no Body 
I can truſt One [Exit Tattleaid] minute I think 
this Wench honeſt, and the next falſe —— Whither 
ſhallI turn me? | 


Tat. Madarr. Madam. [Re-entring.. 
Wid. Madam, Madam, will you' ſwallow me ga- 
ping 


Tat. Pray, good my Lady, be not ſo out of Hu- 
mour But there is a Company of Rogues have ſet 
upon our Servants and the Burial Man's, while others 
ran away with the Corp: 


Ds 


2 


GRIEF A- LA- MODE. 6 


= De FUNERAL: Or, 


Mid. How! what can this mean? What can 
do with it 
ment But to what end ? 


Enter Truſty, and a Servant bloody and dirty, haling in 
Clump and Bumpkin. 


Ser, I'll teach you better Manners I'll poor Sol. 
dier you You Dog you, I will Madam, here 
are two of the Raſcals that were ih the Gang of 

Rogues that carried away the Corps — 

Mid. We'll examine em apart—— Well, Sirrah, what 
are you? Whence came you? What's your Name? 
Sirrah. [Clump makes Signs as a dumb Man. 
Ser. O you Dog, you could ſpeak loud enough juſt 
now, Sirrah, when your Brother Rogues maul'd Mr, 
Sable We'll make you ſpeak, Sirrah —— 

Mid. Bring the other Fellow hither I ſuppoſe 
you will own you knew that Man before you ſaw him 
at my Door ? 

Clumpe 1 think I have ſeen the Gentleman's Face. 

[Bowing to Bumpkin. 


id The Gentleman's! the Villain mocks me 


But, Friend, you look like an honeſt Man; what are 
you? whence come you? What are you, Friend? 
Bump. Vie at preſent but a private Gentleman, but 
I was liſted to be a Serjeant in my Lord Hardy's 
Company Fe not aſham'd of my Name, nor of 
my Koptin — 
Wid. Leave the Room all. | 
| [ Exexnt all but Truſty and Tattleaid. 
Mr. Truftly =— Lord Hardy! O that impieus young 
Man thus, with the ſacrilegious Hands of Ruffians 
to divert his Father's Aſhes from their Urn and Reſt— 
I ſuſpect this Fellow ¶ aſide.] Mr. Trafty, I mult deſire 
you to be ſtill near me il know the bottom of 
this, and to Lord Hardy's Lodgings as I am, inſtant- 
Iy—"Tis but the backſide of this Street, I —_ 


0 


Weil, 'twill ſave the Charge of inter- 
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Let a Coach be call'd —— Tattleaid, as ſoon as I am 
gone Conduct my Brother and his Friends to Lady 
Sharlot, away with her —— Bring Madamoiſelle away 
to me——that ſhe may not be a Witneſs — Come, 
good Mr. Truſty. | [ Exennt. 


Enter Lord Hardy leading Hariot; Campley and Trim. 


L. Ha. Why then I find this Mr. Trim is à perfect 
General But I'll aſſure you, Sir, I'll never allow 
you an Hero, who could leave your Miſtreſs behind 
you; you ſhould have broke the Houſe down, but you 
ſhould have brought Madamoiſelle with you —— 

Trim. No really, Madam, I have ſeen ſuch ſtrange: 
Fears come into the Mens Heads, and ſuch ſtrange Re- 
ſolutions into the Womens, upon the occaſion of La- 
dies following a Camp, that I thought it more diſcreet 
to leave her behind me—— my Succeſs will naturally 
touch her as much as if ſhe were here | 
L. Ha. A good intelligent arch Fellow this Ca ſide.] 
But were not you ſaying, my Lord, you beliey'd La- 
dy Brumpton would follow hither if ſo, pray let me 
be gone | 

Ld. H. No, Madam; I muſt beſeech your Ladyſhi 
to ſtay, for there are things alledg'd againſt her hich 
you, who have liv'd in the Family, may, perhaps, 
give light into, and which I can't believe even ſhe could 


be guilty of. 


L. Ha. Nay, my Lord, that's generous to a Folly, 
for even for her Uſage of you (without regard to my 
ſelf) I am ready to believe ſhe would do any thing 
that can come into the Head ot a cloſe, malicious, 
cruel, deſigning Woman 

Enter Boy. 

Boy. My Lady Brumpton's below 

L. Ha. Vil run then | 

Cam. No, no, ſtand your Ground; you a Soldier's 
Wite? Come, wel rally her to Death 

| Ld, Hs 
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Ld. H. Prithee entertain her a little, while I go in 
for a Moment's Thought on this Occafion, [Exi, 

L. Ha. She has more Wit than us both —— 

Cam. Plaw, no matter for that — Be ſure as 
ſoon as the Sentence is out of my Mouth to clap in 
with ſomething elſe—— and laugh at all I fay; Ill be 
grateful, and burſt my ſelf at my pretty witty Wife— 
We'll fall in flap upon her — ſhe ſhan't have time 
to ſay a Word of the running away. 


Enter Lady Brumpton and Truſty. 

O, my Lady Brumpton, your Ladyſhip's moſt obe- 
dient Servant: This is my Lady Harriot Campley—— 
Why, Madam, your Ladyſhip is immediately in your 
Mourning—— Nay, as you have more Wit than any 
Body, ſo (what ſeldom Wits have) you have more Pru- 
dence too—— Other Widows have nothing in a readi- 
neſs but a ſecond Husband But you, I ſee, had your 
very Weeds and Dreſs lying by you>——— 

TL. Ha. Ay, Madam; I ſee your Ladyſhip is of the 
2 of Widowhood, for you have put on the Ha- 

it 

Wid. I ſee your Ladyſhip is not of the Profeſſion 
of Virginity, for you have loſt the Look on't —— 

Cam. You are in the Habit That was ſo pretty, 
nay, without Flattery, Lady Harriot, you have a great 
deal of Wit, ha ! ha! ha! 

L. Ha. No, my Lady Brumpton here is the Woman 
of Wit; but, indeed, ſhe has but little enough, conſi- 
3 how much her Lady ſhip has to defend. Ha! 

a! ha! | 

Mid. I am ſorry, Madam, your L:dyſhip has not 
what's ſufficient for your Occaſions, or that this pret- 
ty Gentleman can't ſupply 'em 


[Campley dancing about and trolling, 

Hey day! I find, Sir, your Heels are a great help to 
your Head They rclieye your Wit, I ſee; 2 [ 
| on't 
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don't queſtion but e er now they have been as kind to 
your Valour: Ha! ha! 

Cam. Pox, I can ſay nothing, tis always thus with 
your Endeavourers to be witty ¶aſide.] I ſaw, Madam, 
your Mouth go, but there could be nothing offer'd in 
Anſwer to what my Lady Harriot ſaid— TWas 
home — Tas cutting Satyr. 

L. Ha. Oh, Mr. Campley? But pray, Madam, has 
Mr. Cabinet viſited your Ladyſhip fince this Calamity— 
How ftands that Affair now! 

id. Nay, Madam, if you already want Inſtructi- 
on: Ill acquaint you bow the World ſtands if 
are in Diſtreſs but I fear Mr, Campliy over- 
— — 

Cam. And all the Tune the Pipers play'd, was Toll- 
toll doro I ſwear, Lady Harriot, were I not al- 
ready yours, I could have a Tender for this Lady. 

Wid. Come, good Folks, I find we are very free 
with each other—— What makes you two here? Do 
you Board my Lord, or he you? Come, come, ten 
Shillings a Head will go a great way in a Family 
What do you ſay, Mrs. Campley, is it ſo? Does your 
Ladyſhip go to Market your {elf—— Nay, you're in 
the right of it Come — can you imagine what 
makes my Lord ſtay— He is notnow with his Land- 
Steward —— not figning Leaſes | hope; Ha! ha! ha! 

Cam. Hang her, to have more Tongue thana Man 
and his Wife too — LAſide. 


Euter Lord Hardy. 


Ld. HK. Becauſe your Lady ſbip is, I know, in very 
much Pain in Company you have injur'd——— I'll be 
ſhort—— Open thoſe Doors—— there lies your Huf- 
band's my Father's Body—— and by you ſtands the 
Man accuſes you of Poiſoning bim —— 

Wid. Of Poiſoning him! 

Tru. The Symptoms will appear upon the Cory. 
Ld. H. 
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Ld. H. hut I am ſeiz d by Nature How ſhalt 3 
view a breathleſs Lump of Clay——Him, whoſe high 
Veins convey'd to me this vital Force, and Motion, 

I cannot bear that Sight. 

I am as fix'd and motionleſs as be | 
[They open the Coffin, out of which jumps Lady Sharlot, 
Art thou the ghaſtly Shape my Mind had form'd ! 
Art thou the cold Inanimate — Bright Maid! 

Thou giv'ſt new higher Life to all around. 

Whither does Fancy; fir'd with Love. convey me! 
Whither tranſported by my pleaſing Fury! 

The Seaſon vaniſhes at thy Approach; _ 

*Tis Morn, tis Spring 
 Daifies and Lillies ſtrow thy flow'ry Way. 

Why is my Fair unmov'd—— My Heav'nly Fair; 
Does ſhe but ſmile at my exalted Rapture? 

L. Sh. Oh! Senſe of Praiſe to me untelt before, 
Speak on, ſpeak on, and charm my attentive Ear! 
How ſweet Applauſe is from an honeſt Tongue. 
Thou loy'ſt my Mind Haſt well Affection plac'd; 
In ou nor Time, nor Age, nor Care, nor Want can 

alter N 
Oh how I joy in thee——My eternal Lover; 
Immutable as the Object of my Flame! 
I love, I'm proud, I triumph that I love, 
Pure, I approach thee— Nor did I with empty Shows, 
Gorgeous Attire. or ſtudied Negligence, 
Or Song, or Dance, or Ball; allure thy Son}; 
Nor want, or fear, ſuch Arts to keep, or loſe it. 
Nor now with fond Reluctance doubt to enter 
My ſpacious, bright Abode, this gallant Heart. 

4 [ Reclines on Hardy. 

L. Ha. Ay marry —theſe are high doings indeed, 
the greatneſs of the Occafion has burſt their Paſſion 
into Speech Why, Mr. Campley, when we are near 
theſe fine Folks, you and I are but meer Sweet · heart 

AE — e 
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proteſt Il never be won ſo; you ſhall begin a- 
gain with me. 

Cam. Prithee, why doſt name us, poor Ani mals! 
They have forgot there are any ſuch Creatures as their 
old Acquaintance Tom and Harriot. 

Ld. H. So we did indeed, but you'll pardon us. 

Cam. My Lord, I never thought to fee the Minute 
wherein I ſhould rejoice at your forgetting me, but 
now I do heartily. [ Embracing. 

L. Sh. Harriet, 2 * 

L. Ha, Sharloe. & Embracing. 

Mid. Sir, you're at the bottom of all thie I ſee 
you're skill'd at cloſe Conveyances——Pll know the 
Meaning inſtantly of theſe Intricacies, tis not your 
ſeeming Honeſty and Gravity ſhall ſave you from your 
Deſerts —— My Husband's Death was ſudden —— You 
and the Burial Fellow were obſerv'd very familiar 
| Produce my Husband's Body——or Fil try you for his 
Murder; which I find you'd put on me, thou helliſh 

ine! | 

Tru. Look you, Madam, I could anſwer you, but 
I ſcorn to reproach People in Miſery you're un- 
done—— Madam 

Mid. What does the Doatard mean? Produce the 
Body, Villai or the Law ſhall have thine for it— 
[Trufty Exit haffily.] Do you defign to let the Vile 
lain eſcape ? How juſtly did your Father judge, that 
made you a Beggar, with that Spirit. Vou meant juſt 
now you could not bear the Company of thoſe you'd. 
injur'd. | 

14 H. You are a Woman, Madam, and my Fa- 
ther's Widow But ſure you think you've highly 
injur'd me. | 

[ Here my Lord and Truſty half enter and obſerve. 

Mid. No, Sir, I have not, will not, injure you 
I muſt obey the Will of my Deceas d Lord to a Tit- 
tle——1 muſt juſtly pay Legacies, Your Father, in 

con- 
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conſideration that you were his Blood, would not 
wholly Alienate you— He left you, Sir, this Shilling, 
with which Eſtate you now are Earl of Brumpton— 
Ld. H. Infolent Woman — It was not me m 
good Father difinherited, *twas him you repreſented, 
The Guilt was thine, he did an Act of Juſtice, 


Tord Brumpton entring with Truſty, 

Ld. B. Oh unparallel'd Goodneſs! 
Tattleaid and Madamoiſelle 4# the other Door entring. 

Tru. Oh Tattleaid His and our Hour is come, 

Haid. What do I fee, my Lord, my Maſter, Huſ. 
band living! a 

- Ld. B. [Turning from her, running to his Son.] Oh 
my Boy, my Son—-Mr. Campley— -Sharlot— - Har- 
riot. [All Kneeling to him] O my Children—Oh, 
oh! Theſe Paſſions are too ſtrong for my old Frame 
Oh the ſweet Torture! my Son, my Son! Tſhall 
expire in the too mighty Pleaſure! my Boy! 

Ld, H. A Son, an Heir, a Bridegroom in one Hour ! 
Oh! grant me, Heav'n, grant me Moderation! 
Mid. A Son, an Heir! Am I neglected then? 
What? can my Lord revive, yet dead to me? 

Only to me deceas'd — to me alone, 

Deaf to my Sighs, and ſenſeleſs to my Moan ? 

Ed. B. Tis fo long fince I have ſeen Plays, good 
Madam, that I know not whence thou doſt repeat, 
nor can I anſwer. 1 | 

Mid. You can remember tho a certain Settlement, 
in which 1 am thy Son and Hlei:.— great Noble, that 
I ſuppoſe not taken from a Play, that's as irre vocable 
as Law can make it, that if you ſcorn mc——your 
Death and Life are equal=— Or I'll ſtill wear my 
Mourning cauſe you're living. 

Tru. Value her not, my Lord, a prior Obligation 
made you in capable of ſetiling on her your Wife. 


Id. B: 
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Ld. B. Thy Kindneſs, Truſty, does diſtract thee 
would indeed diſengage my ſelf by any honeſt 
Means, but, alas, I know no Prior Gift that avoids 
this to her——Oh my Child | 

Tru. Look you, Madam, I'll come again immedi- 
ately—Be not troubled, my dear Lord. [ Exit, 

Cam. Truſly looks very confident, there is ſome 
good in that. N 


Re-enter Truſty with Cabinet: 


Cab. What, my Lord Brumpton living? nay then— 

Tru. Hold, Sir, you muſt not ſtir, nor can you, 
Sir, retract this for your Hand-writing — My Lord, 
this Gentleman, fince your ſuppos'd Death, has lurk'd 
about the Houſe to ſpeak with my Lady, or Tattleaid, 
who upon your Deceaſe have fhun'd him, in hopes, 
1 ſuppoſe, to buy him off for ever— Now as he was 
prying about, he peep'd into your Cloſet—where he 
ſa your Lordſhip reading—ftruck with Horrour, 
and believing himſelf (as well he might) the Diſturber 
of your Ghoſt for Alienation of your Fortune from 
your Family— he writ me this Letter, wherein he 
acknowledges a private Marr age with this Lady, half 
a Year before you ever [aw her, 


All How! [All turn upon her diſdainfully. 
Mid. No more a Widow then, but ſtill a Wife, 
| [ Recovering from her Confuſion. 


I am thy Wife——thou Author of my Evil. 

Thou muſt partake with me an homely Board, 

An homely Board that never ſhall be chearful; 

But ey'ry Meal embitter'd with Upbraidings. 

Thou that could'ſt tell me, Good and Ill were Words, 
When thou could'@ baſely lett me to another, 

Yet could it ſee Sprights, great Unbelieyer! 

Coward! Bugg· bear d Penitent 
Stranger hence forth to all my Joys, my Joys, 
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To thy Diſhonour; deſpicable Thing, 
Diſhonour thee? Thou voluntary Cuckold. 
[Cabinet ſneaks off, Widow flings after him, Tat: 
tleaid following, 
TA. B. I fee you're all confus'd as well as I—Ye 


are my Children I hold you allſo. And for your 
own uſe will ſpeak plainly to you, I cannot hate that 
Woman: Nor ſhall ſhe ever want. Tho' I fcorn to 
bear her Injurie. et had I necr been rous'd 
from that low Paſſion toa worthleſs Creature but 
by diſdain of her Attempt on my Friend's Child, 1 
am glad that Scorn's confirm'd by her being that Fel- 
low's——whom for my own {ke I only will con- 
temn, Thee, Traſty, how ſhall we proſecute wirh 
equal Praiſe and Thanks for this great Revolution in 
our Houſe? | | | 

Tru. Never to ſpeak on't more, my Lord. 

Ld. B. You are now, Gentlemen, going into Cares 
at a Criſis in your Country. | 
And on this great Occaſion Toy——11l mount 
Old Campley which thy Fatber gave me, 

And attend thee, a chearful gay old Man, 

Into the Field to repreſent our County. 

My rough Plebeian Britains, not yet Slaves 

To France, ſhall mount thy Father's Son 

Upon their Shoulders. Eccho loud their ſo/ 
While I and Tryſty,follow weeping after: 

But be thou honeſt, firm, impartial, 

Let neither Love, nor Hate, nor Faction move thee, 
Diſtinguiſh Words from Things, and Men from Crimes; 
Punctual be thou in Payments, nor baſely 

Screen thy Faults gainſt Law, behind the 

Laws thou makeſt | 
But Thou againſt my Death, mult learn a ſupereroga- 
tory Morality, [To Lord Hardy. 
As he is to be juſt, be generous thou: 

Nor let thy reaſonable Soul be ſtruck 


With 
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With Sounds and Appellations, Title is 
No more, if not ſignificant 
Of ſomething that's Superior in thy ſelf 
To other Men, of which thou may'ſt be 
Conſcious, yet not proud hut if you ſwerye 
From higher Virtue than the Crowd poſſeſs, 
Know they that call thee Honourable, -mock thee: 
You are to be a Peer, by Birth a Judge 
Upon your Honour of others Lives and Fortunes; 
Pecauſe that Honour's dearer than your own. 
Be good, my Son, and be a worthy Lord : 
For when our ſhining Virtues bleſs Mankind, 
We diſappoint the livid Malecontents, 
Who long to call eur noble Order uſeleſs. 
Our All's in Danger, Sir, nor ſhall you dally 
Your Youth away with your fine Wives. 
No, in your Country's Cauſe you ſhall meet Death, 
While feeble we with Minds reſignu d do wait it. 
Not but I intend your Nuptials as foon as poſlible, to 
draw Intails and Settlements. How neceſſary ſuch 
things are, 1 had like to have been a fatal Inſtance, 
Cam. But, my Lord, here are 2 Couple that need 
not wait ſuch Ceremonies. Pleaſe but to fit: You've: 
been extreamly mov'd, and muſt be tir'd. You ſay 
vye muſt not ſpend our time in Dalliance, youll ſee, 
my Lord, the Entertainment reminds us alfo of no- 
bler Things, and what I defign'd for my own Wed- 4 
ding, I'll compliment the General with. The Bride If 
dances fincly —— Trim, will you dance with her? | 
Trim. I will, but 1 can't There'sa Country man 
of hers without, by Accident. 
Cam. Ay, but is he a Dancer? 
Trim. ls a Frenchman a Dancer? Is a Welſhman 2 
Gentleman? I'll bring him in —— 
[ Here a Dance, and the following Songs. 
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Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 


O 


_ by Jemmie Bowin. 


I. 


N yonder Bed ſi ſupine? laid, 


Behold thy lov J expeBing Maid: 


In Tremor, Bluſhes. half in Tears, 
Much, much ſhe wiſhes, more ſhe fears. 
Take, take her to thy faithful Arms, 
Hymen beftows thee all her Charms, 


II, 


Heav'n to thee bequeaths the Fair, 
To raiſe thy Foy, and lull thy Care; 
Heav'n made Grief, if mutual, ceaſe, 
But Foy, divided, to encreaſe : 

To mourn with her exceeds Delight, 
Darkneſs with her, the Foys of Light. 


Sung by Mr. Pate. 
l. 


Riſe, ariſe, great Dead, for Arms renown'd, 


Riſe 


om your Urns, and ſave your dying Story, 


Your Deeds will be in dark Oblivion crown'd, 
For Mighty William ſeizes all. your Glory. 


Again the Britiſh Trumpet ſounds, 


II. 


Again Britannia bleeds ; 
To glorious Death, or comely Wounds, 


Her Godike Monarch leads. 7 


Pay 
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III. 


Pay us, kind Fate, the Debt you owe, 
Caleſtial Minds from Clay wuntie, 
Let coward Spirits dwell below, 
And only give the Brave ts die. 


Ld. B. Now, Gentlemen, let the Miſeries which 
I baye but miraculouſly eſcap'd, admoniſh you to 
have always Inclinations proper for the Stage of Life 
you're in. Don't follow Love when Nature ſeeks but 
Eaſe: Otherwiſe you'll fall into a Lethargy ot your 
Diſhonour, when warm Purſuits of Glory are over 
with you; for Fame and Reſt are utter Oppoſites. 


You who the Path of Honour make your Guide, 
Muſt let your Paſſion, with your Blood ſubſide; 
And no untim'd Ambition, Loye, or Rage 
Employ the Moments of declinin Age: 

Elſe Boys will in your Preſence loſe their Fear, 
And laugh at the grey Head they ſhould revere: 


In Imitation of your ſelves proceed; 


_ 14 
* 
< | % 


EPILOGU E, 


Spoken by Lord Haray. 


OVE, Hope and Fear, Deſire, Averſion, Rage, 
Al! that can move the Soul, or can aſſwage, 


Are drawn in Miniature -of Life, the Stage. 


Here jou can View your Selves, and here is ſhown 
To what youre born in Sufferings not your own. 
The Stage to NMiſdom's no Fantaſtick Way, 
Athens her ſelf learn'd Virtue at a Play. 

Our Author me 10 Night a Soldier drew, 

But faintly writ, what warmly you purſue: 

To his great Purpofe, had he equal Fire, 

He d not aim to pleaſe only, but inſpire ; 

'He'd ſing what hovering Fate attends our Iſte, 


And from baſe Pleaſure rouſe to glorious Toil: 


Full time the Earth t new Deciſion brings; 
While William gives the Roman Eagle Wings: 


With Arts and Arms ſhall Britain tamely end, 


Thich naked Picts ſo bravely could defend? 
The painted Heroes on th" s- preſs, 
And think ibein Wounds Addition 10 their Dre/5; 
In younger Years we've been with Congueſt bleſt, 
And Paris has the Britiſh, Yoke confeſs'd; 

Ist then in England, wA1oft/England; known, 
Her Kings are nam d from a revolted Throne? 
But we offend———You no Examples need, 


{Tis 


Ef 1 OG SE. 

| "Tis you your Country's Honour muſt ſecure, 

5 Be all your Actions worthy of Namur: 
With gentle Fires your Gallantry improve, 
Courage is brutal, if untouch'd with Love: 
If ſoon our utmoſt Bravery's not diſplay'd, 
Think that bright Circle muſt be Captives made. 
Let Thoughts of ſaving them our Toils beguile, 
And they reward our Labours with a Smile. 
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THE 


Tender Husband; 


COME D V. 


O R, THE 


Accompliſh'd Fools 


Oportet ut is qui Audiat Cogitet plura quam 


Videat. 


Tull. de Oratore. 


Printed 


in the Y EAR 1717. 


OU be ſurpriz'd, in 
the midſt of a daily 
and familiar Conver- 
ſation, with an Ad- 
dreſs which bears ſo 


diſtant an Air as a publick Dedica- 
tion: But to put Vou out of the 
Pain which I know this will give 
You, I aſſure You I do not deſign 

E 2 in 
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in it, what would be very need- 
leſs, a Panegyrick on Your Self, 
or what perhaps is very neceſſary 
a Defence of the Play. In the one 
I ſhould diſcover too much the 
Concern of an Author, in the o- 
ther too little the Freedom of a 


Friend. 


My Purpoſe, in this Applicati- 
on, is only to ſhow the Eſteem I 
have for You, and that 1 look up- 
on my Intimacy with You as one 
of the moſt valuable Enjoyments 
of my Life. At the ſame time, I 
hope 1 make the Town no ill 
Compliment for their kind Ac- 
ceptance of this Comedy, in ac- 
knowledging that it has ſo far rais d 
my Ne N of it, as to make me 

- think 


DEDICATION. 
think it no improper Memorial of 
an Inviolable Friendſhip. 


1 ſhould not offer it to You: as 
fuch, had I not been very careful 
to avoid every thing that might 
look Ill-natur'd, Immoral, or pre- 
judicial to what the Better Part of 
Mankind hold Sacred and Honou- 


rable, 


Poetry, under ſuch Reſtraints, 
is an obliging Service to Human 
Society; eſpecially when 'tis us'd, 
like Your Admirable Vein, to 
recommend more uſeful Qualities 
in your ſelf, or Immortalize Cha- 
racters truly Heroick in others. 
I am, here, in danger of break- 
ing my Promiſe to Lou, there- 

E 3 fore 


DEDICATION. 
fore ſhall take the only Opportuni- 


my own Inclinations, by comply. 
ing with Yours. I am, 
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Tour moſt Faithful, 


Humble Servant, 


Richard Steele. 
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ty that can offer it ſelf of reſiſting 
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PROLOGUE, 


Written by Mt. ADDISON. 


be firſt Riſe and Farce, 
I; 2 — * — Plays were ſcarce; 


The. Raw unpractii d Authors could, with Eaſe, 
A young and unexperienc'd Audience pleaſe : 
No ſingle Character had e er been ſhown, 
| But the whole Herd of Fops was all their Own ; 
2 Rich i in Originals, they ſet to View, 
In ev'ry Piece, a-Coxcomb that was new. 


ns 70 our Britiſh Theatre can * 
Droles of all kinds, à va Unthmking ! 
Fruitful of Folly and of - it ſhows 
Cuckolds; and Cites and Bawd:s, and Pimps, and Beaux; 
Rowgh- Country Knights are found i in ev'ry Sbire, 
d. Of ev'ry Faſhion gentle Fops appear ; 

And Puncks of diff rent adders we meet, 

As frequent on the Stage as in the Pit: 

Our Modern Wits aye forc'd to pick and cull, 

And here and there by Chance glean up a Fool: 

Long e er they find the neceſſary Spark, 

They ſearch the Town, and beat about the Park: 

To all his moſt frequented Haunts reſort, 

Oſt dog him ts the Ring, and oft 10 Court; 

As Love of Pleaſure, or * Place invites: 


* And ſometimes catch him taking Snuff at White's: 
E 4 Home er, 


PROLOGUE. 


Howe er, to do you Right, the feoſen Age 
Breeds very hopeful Monſters for the Stage; 

That ſcorn the Paths their dull Forefathers trod, 
And won't be Blockheads in the Common Road. 

Do but ſurvey this Crowded Honſe to Night:: 
eres ſtill Encouragemont or thoſe that Write: 


Our Author, 10 divert his Friends to Day, 
Stocks with Variety of Fools his Play; | 
And that there may be ſomething Gay and Now, 
Imo Ladies Errant has exposd to View: 
The Firſt a Damſel. trauell d in Romance; 
The tother more refin'd; ſhe comes from France: 
Reſcue, like Courteous Knights, the Daf from Danger; 
And kindly Treat, like Mell. bred Men, the Stranger. 


Deſign'd for the Fourth ACT, 
but not Set. 


I. 
EE, Britons, fee- with awful. Eyes, 
Britannia from her Seas ariſe,. 

Ten Thouſand Billums round me roar, 

While Winds and Waves engage, | 
That break in Froth upon my Shear; 
And impotently Rage. | 
Such were the Terrors, which of late 

Surrounded my affiitted State; 
United Fury thus was bent 

On my devoted Seats, | 
Till all the mighty Force was ſpent 

In feeble Swells, aud empty Threats, 


III. 
But nom with riſing Glory crown'd, 
My Joys run high, they know no Bound; 
Tides of unruly Pleaſure flow 


Through ev'ry ſwelling Vein, 
E . wat} Ne 


Kew Naptures in my Boſom glow; 
And warm me up to Youth again. 
Paſſmg Pomps my Streets adorn; 
Captive Spoils, in Triumph born, 
Standards of Gauls, in Fight ſubdu d. 
Colours in Hoſtile Blood embru'd, 
Enſigns Drannic Might, 
Foes to Equity and Right, 
In Courts of Britiſh Fuſtice wave on hgh; 
Sacred to Lam, and Liberty. 
My crowded Theatres repeat, 
In Songs of Triumph, the Defeat. 
Did ever joyful Mother ſee 
So bright, ſo brave 4 Progeny! 


Daughters with ſo much Beauty crown'd , 


Or Sons for Valour ſo renomn d 


III. 
But oh I gaxe, and ſeek in vain 
To find amidſt this warlike Tram 
My abſent Sons, that u d to Grace 
With decent Pride this joyous Place: 
Unhappy Youths ! how do my Sorrows riſe, 
Swell my Breaſt and melt my Eyes, 
While ] your mighty Loſs deplore? 
Wild, and raging with Diſtreſs, 
I mourn, I mourn my own Succeſs, 
And boaſt my Victories no more. 


Unhappy Youths * far from thir native Sky, 


On Danube's Banks interr'd they lye. 


Germa- 


— 


* 


Germania, give me back my Slain, 
Give me my-ſlaughter'd Sons again. 
Mas it for this they rang'd ſo far, 
To free thee from oppreſſove War t 
Germania, GC. 
IV. j 
Tears of Sorrow while I ſhed 
O'er the Manes of my Dead, 
Laſting Altars let me raiſe 
To my living Heroes Praiſe; 
Heav n give them a longer Stay, 
A glorious Actions to diſplay, 
Or periſh on as great 4 Day. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
8 IR Harry Gubbin. 
Humphry Gubbin, 
Mr. Tipkin. | 
Clerimont Sen. 
Capt. Clerimont, 5 
Mr. Pownce, | 
WOMEN. 
Mrs. Clerimont, Mrs. Croſs. 
Aunt, Mrs. Powell. 
Neice, Mrs. Olafend. 
1 


Mr b. Sapsford. 
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Tender Husband; 
22 O R, 1 HE Wan 
Accompliſh'd Fools: 


"ACTI. SCENE IL 


— 


—— 


Enter Clerimont Sen. and Fainlove. 


C LERIMO NT Sen. | 
= ELL, Mr. Fainlave, how do you 
go on in your Amour with' my 
Wife? | 
Fain. I am very civil and very 
diſtant; if ſhe ſmiles or ſpeaks, 1 
bow and gaze at her Then 
throw down my Eyes, as if op- 
preſs'd by fear of Offence, then 
ſteal a Look again till ſhe again fees me This is 
my general Method, t. 


Cler, Seng 
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Quer. Sen. And tis right For ſuch a fine Lady has 

no Guard to her Virtue, but her Pride; therefore you. IL 
muſt conſtantly apply your ſelf to that: But, dear con 
Lucy, as you have a very faithful, but a very ore 
coſtly Wench to me, ſo my Spouſe alſo has been con- of | 


ſtant to my Bed, but careleſs of my Fortune. ] 
Fain, Ah! my Dear, how could you leave your wi 
poor Lucy, and run into France to ſee Sights, and 'er 
— our Gallantry with a Wife? Was not that un- Pri 
tural?” to 


Cler. Sen, She brought me a noble Fortune, and I kn 
thought ſhe had a right to ſhare it: Therefore carried 
her to ſee the World, forſooth, and make the Tour Ri 
of France and Italy, where ſhe learn'd to loſe her Mo- 
ny gracefully, to admire every Vanity in our Sex, and ye 
contemn every Virtue in her own, which, with ten 
thouſand other Perfections, are the ordinary Improve- 
ments of 2 Travell'd Lady. Now I can neither mor- la 
tiſie her Vanity that I may live at eaſe with her, or hi 
quite diſcard her, till I have catch'd her a little en- 
larging her Innocent Freedoms, as ſhe calls em: For ir 
this end I am content to be a French Husband, tho? fe 
now and then with the ſecret Pangs of an Italian one; . 

Y 


and therefore, Sir, or Madam, you are thus equipp'd 
to attend and accoſt her Ladyſhip: It concerns you to 
be diligent : If we wholly part. need ſay no 
more; if we do not. ll fee thee well provided 


for. | t 
Fain. I'll do all I can, I warrant you, but you are 
not to expect I'll go much among the Men. . 


Cler. Sen. No, no, you muſt not go near Men, you 
are only (when my Wite goes to a Play) to fit in a 
fide Box with pretty Fellow: I don't deſign you 
to perſonate a real Man, you are only to be a pretty | 
Gentleman—Not to be of any Uſe or C 

in the World, as to your ſelf, but merely as a Pro- 
perty to others; ſuch as you ſee now and then have 


- 
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Life in the Intail of a great Eftate, that ſeem to have 
come into the World only ta be Taggs in the Pedi- 
gtee of a wealthy Houſe Vou muſt have ſeen many 
of that Species. | 
Fain 22 you, ſuch as ſtand in Aſſemblies, 
with an indolent Softneſs and Contempt of all around 
em; who make a eure in Publick, and are ſcorn d in 
Private z-I have ſeen ſuch a one with a Pocket Glaſs 
to ſee his own Face, and an affected Perſpective to 


know others: [Imitates each, . 
Cler. Sen. Ay, ay, that's my Man Thou. dear 
Rogue. 


Fain, Let me alone II lay my Life III born 
you, that is, I'll make it appear I might if I could 
Cler. Sen. Ay, that will pleaſe me-quite as well. 

* Fain, To ſhow you the Progreſs 1 have made, I 
— laſt Night won of her five Hundred Pounds, which I” 
þ bave brought you fſafe.. [Giving him Bills. 

- = Cler. Sen. Oh, the damn d Vice! That Women can 
P imagine all Houſhold Care, regard to Poſterity, and 
— 
| 


fear of Poverty, muſt be facrificd to a Game at 
Cards—Suppoſe ſhe had not had it to pay, and you 
had been capable of finding your Account another- 
Way 
Fain. That's but a Suppoſe 
Cler. Sen. I ſay, ſhe muſt have complied with every 
thing you ask C 
Fain. But ſhe knows you never limit her Expences 
II gain him from her for ever, if I ca 
[ aſide. 
Cler. Sen. With this you have repaid me two thou- 
ſand Pound, and if you did not refund thus honeſt- 
ly, -— not have ſupplied her We muſt have 
parte 
Fain. Then you ſhall part. If Yother way fails 
[aſide.] However, I can't blame your Fondneſs of 
her, ſhe has ſo many entertaining as cal 
FAniry 
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Vanity Then ſhe has ſuch a pretty untbinking 
Air, while ſhe ſaunters round a Room, and prattle, 
Sentence. : | 2 

Cler. Sen. That was her Turn from her Infancy, 
ſhe always had à great Genius for knowing ever 
thing, but what it was neceſſary ſhe ſhould— The 
Wits of the Age, the great Beauties and ſhort-liv'd 
People of Vogue, were always her Diſcourſe and Imi. 
tation— Thus the Caſe ſtood when ſhe went to 
France; but her fine Follies improy'd fo daily, that 
tho was then proud of her being call'd Mr. Cleri. 
mont's Wite, I am now as much out of Countenance 
to hear my ſelf call'd Mrs. Clerimont's Husband, ſo 
much is the Superiority of her fide. | 

Fain. Lam five if erer I gave my ſelf a little Li- 
berty, I never found you ſo indulgent. 
ler. Sen. I ſhould — the whole Sex on my Back, 
Jhould I pretend to retreach a Lady ſo well viſited as 
mine is Therefore I muſt bring it about that it 
ſhall appear her own Act, if ſne reforms; or elſe I ſhall 
be pronounc'd Jealous, and have my Eyes pull'd out 
for being open—— But I hear my Brother Fack co- 
ming, who, I hope, has brought yours with him— 
Hiſt, not a Word. | Nr 

| Euter Captain Clerimont and Pounce. . 

Cler. I have found him out at laſt, Brother, and 
brought you the Obſequious Mr. Pownce, I ſaw him at 
a diſtance in a Crowd, whiſpering in their turgs with 
all about him—He is a Gentleman ſo receiyed, fo 
- courted, and ſo truſtee | 

Pownce. I am very glad if you ſaw any thing like 
that, if the Approbation of others can recommend me 
(where I much more defire it) to this Company 
Cler. Oh, the Civil Perſon But, dear Pounce, 
you know I am your profeſ: d Admirer; I always ce- 
lebrated you for your excellent Skill and Addreſs, he 

[ 
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chat happy Knowledge of the World, which makes 
you ſeem Born for living with the Perſons you are 
with, vyhere ever you come — Now, my Brother 
and I want your help in a Bufineſs that requires a lit- 
4 more Dexterity than we our ſelves are Maſters 
3 

Pounce. You know, Sir, my Character is helping 
the Diftreſs'd, which I do freely and without re- 
ſerve; while others are for diſtinguiſhing rigidly on 
the Juſtice of the Occaſion, and fo loſe the Grace of 
the Benefit Now, tis my Profeſſion to aſſiſt a free- 
hearted young Feilow againſt an unnatural long-liv'd 
Father— to diſencumber Men of Pleaſure of the 
Vexation of unwieldy Eſtates, to ſupport a feeble Title 
to an Inheritance, to ; 

Cley, Sen. I have been well acquainted with your 
Merits, ever ſince 1 ſaw you with ſo much Compaſ- 
fion prompt a ſtammering Witneſs in Weſtminfter-hall 
that wanted Inſtruction—!l love a Man that can 
venture his Ears with ſo much Bravery for his 
Friend- | 

Ponce. Dear Sir, ſpare my Modeſty, and let me 
know-to what all this Panegyrick tends. = | 

Cler. Sen, Why, Sir, what 1 would ſay is in behalf 
of my Brother the Captain here, whoſe Misfortune 
it is that I was born before him, | 
Pounce. I am confident he had rather you ſhould 
have been ſo thin any other Man in England. 
0 Lou do me Juſtice, Mr. Pownce — But, tho 
tis to that Gentleman, I am ſtill a younger Brother, 
and — know we that are ſo, are generally conde mn d 
to Sho | 


ps. Colleges, or Inns of Court. 
Pounce. But you, Sir, have eſcap'd em, you bave 
been Trading in the Noble Mart of Glory 


Cler. That's true — but the General makes ſuch 
haſte to finiſh the War, that we red Coats may be 


ſoon out of Faſtyon,—and then I am a Fellow - 
" 
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the moſt eaſie indolent Diſpoſition in the World! 1 
hate all manner of Buſineſs. <A 


Ponce, A compos'd Temper, indeed! 
Cler. In ſuch a Caſe I ſhould have no way of Live- 


lihood, but calling over this Gentleman's Dogs in the 


Country, drinking his Stale Beer to the Neighbourhood, 
or marrying a Fortune. 

Jler. Sen. To be ſhort, Pounce I am putting Fack 
upon Marriage, and you are ſo publick an Envoy, or 
rather Plenipotentiary, from the very different Nations 
of Cheapſide, Covent-Garden, and St. James 's; you have 
too the Mein and Language of each Place ſo natu- 
rally, that you are the propereſt Inftrument I know in 


the World, to help an honeſt young Fellow to Favour 


in one of em, by Credit in the other. 
Ponce. By what I underſtand of your many Pre- 


faces, Gentlemen, the purpoſe of all this is That it 


would not in the leaſt diſcompoſe this Gentleman's 

eaſie indolent Diſpoſition to fall into Twenty thouſand 

Pounds, tho' it came upon him never ſo ſuddenly, 
Cler. Youarea very diſcerning Man—— How could 


you ſee ſo far through me as to know 1 love a fine - 
Woman, pretty Equipage, good Company, and a clean 


Habitation? 


Founcs. Well, tho Jam ſo much a Conjurer . 


What then? 

Cler. Sen. You know a certain Perſon, into whoſe: 
Hands you.now and then recommend- a young Heir, 
to be retiey'd from the Vexation of Tenants, Taxes, 
and ſo forth — | 


Founce. What! My worthy Friend and City-Patron 
Hezekiah Tipkin, Banker in Lombard Street, would the 
Noble Captain lay any Sums in his Hands? 
Queer. No—— But the Noble Captain would have 

Treaſure out of his Hands You know his Neice. 
Pownce. To my knowledge Ten thouſand Pounds 


Cler. 


in Mony. 


" A tr« wy 


The Accompliſh*d Fools... 103 


Cler. Such a Stature, ſuch a blooming Countenance] 
ſo eaſie a Shape! f 

Pounce. In Jewels of her Grandmother's Five thou 
ſand 

Cler. Her Wit ſo lively, her Mein ſo alluring ! 

Pownce. In Land a Thouſand a Year. 

Cler. Her Lips have that certain Prothinence, that 
ſwelling Sofineſs, that they invite to a Preſſure; her 
Eyes that languiſh, that they give Pain, tho'they look 
only inclin'd to Reſ. Her whole Perſon that 
one Charm — | | 

Pownce. Raptures! Raptures ! 

Cler. How can it, ſo inſenfibly to it ſelf, lead us 
through Cares it knows not, thro ſuch a Wilderneſs of 
Hopes, Fears, Joys, Sorrows, Deſires, Deſpairs, Ex- 
taſies and Torments, with ſo ſweet, yet ſo anxious Vi. 
ciſfitude !- 

Pownce. Why I thought you had never ſeen her 

Cler. No more I han'r. 

Poumce. Who told you then of her inviting Lips, her 
ſoft ſleepy Eye: : k 
Cler. You, your ſelf 
Pownce. Sure you rave, I never ſpoke of her afore to 


7 Why, you won't face me dowr Did you 
not juſt now ſay, ſhe had Ten Thouſand Pounds in 
Mony, five in Jewels, and a Thouſand a Year ? 

Pownce. I confeſs my own Stupidity and her Charms 
—- Why, if you were to meet, you would certainly 
pleaſe her, you have the cant of Loving; but, pray, 
may we be free That young Gentleman 

Cler. A very honeſt, modeſt Gentleman of my Ac- 
quaintance, one that has much more in him, than he 
appears to have, you ſhall know him better, Sir; this 
is Mr, Pownce: Mr. Pownce, this is Mr. Fainlove; I muſt: 
defire you to let him be known to you, and your 
Friends, | 

5 Pownce. 
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may be free, you muſt underſtand, the young Lady, 
by being kept from the World, has madea World of 
her o.C.n— he has ſpent all her Solitude in reading 
Romances, her- Head is full of Shepherds, Knights, 
Flowery Meads; Groves and Streams; ſo that if you 
talk like a Man of this World to her, you do nothing. 

_ Cler. Oh, let me alone] have been a great Traveller 
in Fairy- Land my ſelf, I know Oroondates, Caſſandra, 
Aftraa and Clelia are my intimate Acquaintance. 


Go my Heart's Envoys, tender Sighs make haſte, 
And with your Breath (well the ſoft Zephyr's Blaſs; 
Then near that Fair One, if you chance to fly, 

Tell her, in Whiſpers, tis for her I die. 


Pounce. That would do, that would do — her 
very Language. 

Cler. Sen, Why then, dear Pounce, I know: thou art 
the only Man living that can ſerve him. 

Pounce. Gentlemen, you mult pardon me, Im ſol- 
liciting the Marriage Settlement between her and n 
Country: Booby, her Couſin Humphrey Gnbbin, Sir Har- 
”7 bp Heir, who is come to. Town to take Poſſeſſion 
of her. a ; 
Quer. Sen. Well, all that I can ſay to the Matter is; 
that a Thouſand Pound on the Day of Fack's Marriage 
— 1 is more than you'll get by the diſpatch of thoſe 
1 | 
_  » Pownce Why, a Thouſand: Pound is a pretty thing, 
eſpecially when tie to take à Lady fair out of the 

Hands of an obſtinate ill bred Clown, to give her toa 
gentle Swain, a dying enamour'd Knight. 

Cler, Sen. Ay, dear Pouncc conſider but that L 
the Juſtice of the thing. 

. Pownce, Beſides, he is juſt come from the Glorious 
Blenheim! Look ye, Captain, I hope you have learn d 
an implicit Obedience to your Leaders. _ 

Cle Tis all I know, Founce, 


* 
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Pownce. Then, if I am to Command make not 
one ſtep without me—— And. fince we may be fre 
I am alſo to acquaint ycu, there will be more Merit in 
bringing this Matter to bear than you imagines 
Vet rigkt Meaſures make all things poſſible. 

Cler. We'll follow yours extctly. 

Pownce. But the great Matter againſt us is want of 
Time, for the Nymph's Unkle, and "Squire's Father, 
this Morning met, and made an end of the Matter 
But the difficulty of a thing, Captain, ſhall be no Rea- 
ſon againſt attempting it. WY 

Cler, I have ſo great an Opinion of, your Conduct, 
that I warrant you we Conquer all; 

Pounce. I am ſo intimately employ'd by old Tipkn, 
and ſo neceſſary to him —— that 1 may, perhaps, puzzle 


bh, yer. | 


er. Sen, I have ſeen thee Cajole the Knave very 
dexterouſly. | 
Pounce. Why, really, Sir, generally ſpeaking. tis but 
knowing what a Man thinks of himſelt, and giving 
him that, to make him what elſe you pleaſe — Now 
Tipkin is an abſolute Lombard Street Wit, a Fellow that 
droles on the ſtrength of Fifty thouſand Pounds: He 
is call'd on Change, Sly-Boots, and by the force of a 
very good Credit, and very bad Conſcience, be is a 
leading Perſon: But we muſt be quick, or be]! ſneer 
old Sir Harry out of his Senſes, and ſtrike up the Sale 
of his Neice immediately. 
Cler, But my Rival, what's he | 
Pounce. There's ſome hopes thete, for I hear the 
Booby is as averſe as his Father is inclin'd to i. 
One isas Obſtinate, as the other Cruel. 
Cler. Sen. He is, they ſay, a pert Blockhead, and 
very lively out of his Father's ſight, 1544 | 
Pounce. He that gave me his Character, call'd him a 
docile Dunce, a Fellow rather abſurd, than a direct 


Fool. When his Father's abſent, he II purſue any oP 


* 
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he's put upon But we mult not loſe time — Pray 


be you two Brothers at home to wait for any Notice 
from me (L While that pretty Gentleman and I, whoſe 
Facel have known, take a Walk and look about for 
dem So, ſo—Young Lady —— [Aſide to Fainlove.] 
| | Exewnt. 
Enter Sir Harry Gubbin and Tipkin. 
Sir Har. Look y', Brother Tipkin, as I told you be- 
fore, my Buſineſsin Town is to diſpoſe of an hundred 
Head of Cattle, and my Son. 
Tip. Brother Gubbin, as I fiznified to you in my 
laſt, bearing Date September 13th, my Neice has a 
Thouſand Pound per Annum, and becauſe I have found 
you a plain dealing Man (particularly in the eafie Pad 
you put into my Hands laſt Summer) 1 was wang 
you ſhould have the Refuſal of my Neice, provide 
that 1 have a Diſcharge from all Retroſpects while 
her Guardian, and One thouſand Pounds for my 
Care. | 
Sir Hay. Ay, but Brother, you rate her too high; 
the War has fetch'd down the Price of Women: The 
whole Nation is over -· run with Petticoats; our Daugh- 
ters lye upon our Hands, Brother Tipkin; Girls are 
Drugs, Sir, mere Drugs. | 
Tip. Look y', Sir Harry — Let Girls be what they 
 will—3 Thouſand Pound a Year, is a Thouſand Pound 
a Fear; anda Thouſand Pound a Year is neither Girl 
nor Boy. | 
Sir Har. Look y', Mr. Tipkiz, the main Article with 
me is, that Foundation of Wives Rebellion, and Huſ- 
band's Cuckoldom, that curſed Pin · Mony — Five 
hundred Pound per Annum Pin- Mony. 
Tip. The Word Pin-Mony, Sir Harry, is a Term 
Sir Har. It is a Term, Brother, we never had in our 
Family, nor ever will Make her Jointure in Wi- 
dowhood accordingly large, but Four hundred Pound 
a Year is enough to give no account of. KS 
Þe 


The Accompliſh'd Fools. roy 


Tip. Well, Sir Harry, ſince you can't ſwallow theſe 
Pins, I will abate to Four hundred Pounds. 

Sir Har. And to mollifie the Article as well ag 
ſpeciſie the Uſes, we'll put in the Names of ſeveral Fe- 
male Ucenfils, as Needles, Knitting-Needles, Tape, 
Thread, Sciſſors, Bodkins, Fans, Play Books, with 
other Toys of that nature: And now, ſince we have 


as good as concluded on the Marriage, it will not be 


improper that the young People ſee each other. 

Tip. I don't think it prudent till the very Inſtant of 
Marriage, leſt they ſhould not like one another. 

Sir Har. They ſhall mect——As for the young Girl, 
ſhe cannot diſlike Numps; and for Numps, 1 never 
ſufſer d him to have any thing he lik'd in his Lite. 
He'll be here immediately; he has been train d up from 
his Childhood under ſuch a Plant as this in my Hand 
I have taken pains in his Education. 

Tip. Sir Harry, I approve your Method; ſor fince 
you have left off Hunting, you might otherwiſe want 
Exerciſe, and this is a ſubtle Expedient to preſerve your 
own Health, and your Son's good Manners. 

Sir Har. It has been the Cuſtom of the Gubbins to 
preſerve Severity and Diſcipline in their Familie 
I my ſelf was caned the Day before my Wedding. 

Tip. Ay, Sir Henry, had you not been well Cudgel- 
led in your Youth, you had never been the Man you 
ares 

Sir Har. Lou ſay right, Sir, now I feel the Benefit 
of it There's a Crab-Tree rear our Houſe which 
flouriſhes for the good of my Poſterity, and has 
bruſh'd our Jackets, from Father to Son, for ſeveral 
Generations. 

Tip. I am glad to hear you have all things neceſſary 
for the Family within your ſelve. 

Sir Har. Oh, yonder, I ſee Numps is coming 
I have dreſs d him in the very Suit I bad on at my oven 


Wedding; dis a moſt becoming Apparel 
N Enter 


— — — — —— - 
, * 
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Enter Humphrey Gubbin. 


Tip. Truly, the Youth makes a good Marrigeable 
Figure. 

Sir Har. Come forward, Num ps this is your Unkle 
Tikin ydur Mother's Brother, Numps, that is ſo k ind 
as to beſtow his Neice upon you. (Don't be ſo Glum, 
Sirrah, don't bow to a Man with a Face asif jo knock 
him down, don't Sirrah.) | [ 4part, 

Tip. I am glad to ſee you, Couſin Humphrey—— 
He is not Talkative, I obſerve already. 
Sir Har. He is very ſhrowd, Sir, when he pleaſes; 


Do you. ſee this Crab-ſtick, yow Dog? ¶ Apart.] Well, 


Numps, dont be out of Humour, Hil you talk? [A. 
part.] Come, we're your Friends, Numps, come Lad. 

Hump. You are à pure Fellow for a Father. This 
is always your Tricks, to make a great Fool of one 
before Company. ¶ Apart 10 his Father. | 

Sir Har. Don't diſgrace me, Sirrah: You grim Grace- 
leſs Rogue—[ Apart] Brother,. he has been bred up 
to Reipc& and Silence before his Parents Yet did 
you but hear what a noiſe he makes ſometimes in the 
Ki:chin, or the Kennel. he's the loudeſt of em all. 

Tip. Well, Sir Harry, ſince you aſſure me he can 
ſpeak, I'll take your Word for it. | 
Hum. I can ſpeak when 1 fee occaſion, and I can 
hold my Tongue when J ſee occaſion. | | 
Sir Har. Well ſaid. Numps——Sirrah, I ſee you can 
do well if you will, [ Apart. 

Tip. Pray walk up to me, Couſin Humphrey, | 

Sir Har, Ay, walk to and fro between us with 
your Hat under your Arm. Clear up your Countenance. 
[Apart], | 

Tip. I ſee, Sir Harry, you han't ſet him a Capering 
under a French Dancing-Maſter: He does not mince 
it: He has not learn'd to walk by a Courant, or a 


Boree His Paces are natural Sir Harry. 
| 5 Hump. 
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Hump. 1 don't know but tis, ſo we walk in the 
Weſt of England. 

Sir Har. Ay, right Numps, and ſo we do—— Ha! 
ha! ha! Pray, Brother, obſerye his Make, none of 
your Lath-back'd wiſhy waſhy Breed Come hither, 
Numps. Can't you ſtand ſtil? ¶ Apart.) 

[ Meaſuring his Shoulders. 

Tip. I preſume this is not the ficſt time, Sir Harry, 
you have meaſur'd his Shoulders with your Cane. 

Sir Har. Look y', Brother, two Foot and an half in 
the Shoulders. | 

Tip. Two Foot and an half? We muſt make ſome 
Settlement on the younger Children. 

Sir Har. Not like him, Quotba'! 

Tip. He may ſee his Couſin when he pleaſes. 

Hump. But hark y', Unkle, I have a ScrupleI had 
better mention before Marriage than after. 

Tip. What's that? What's that? 

Hump. My Couſin, you know, is a. kin to me, and 
I don't think it lawful for a young Man to marry bis 
own Relations. 

Sir Hay. Hark y', hark y'. Numps. we have got a 
way to ſolve all that: Sirrah! Conſider this Cudgel! 
Your Conſin! ſuppoſe I'd have you marry your Grandmo- 
ther? what then ? | Apart. 

Tip. Well, has your Father fatisfy'd you in the Point, 
Mr. Humphry ? 

Hump. Ay, ay, Sir, very well: I have not tte leaſt 
Scruple remaining; no. nc——230t in the leaſt, Sir. 

Tip. Then bark y, Brother, we'll go take a Whet, 
and ſettle the whole Affair. 

Sir Har. Come, we'll leave Numps here — he 
knows the Way, Not Marry your own Relai'ons, Sir- 
rab? [ Abart. | Exeunt. 

Hump. Very fine, very fine! How prettily this Park 
is ſtock d with Soldiers, and Deer, and Ducks, and 

0 Ladies 


110 The Tender Husband: Or. 


Ladies—— Ha! where are the old Fellows gone? 
where can they be tro I'll ask theſe People =. 


Enter Pounce and Fainlove. | 

Hump. Ha, you pretty young Gentleman, did you 
ſee my Father? 

Fain, Your Father, Sir? 

Hump. A Weezel-fac'd croſs old Gentleman with 
Spindle-Shanks ? 

Fam. No, Sir. 

Hump. A Crab-Tree Stick in his Hand? 

Pounce. We han't met any Body with theſe Marks, 
but ſure I have ſeen you before Are not you Mr, 
Humphry Gubbin, Son and Heir to Sir Henry Gubbin? 

Hump. I am his Son and Heir——But how long 1 
ſhall be ſo I can't tell, for he talks every Day of Diſ- 
- Inheriting me. 

. Pownce. Dear Sir, let me embrace you Nay, 
don't be offended if I take the Liberty to kiſs you. 
Mr. Fainlove, pray [ Fainlove kiſſes] kiſs the Gentle- 
man — Nay, dear Sir, don't ſtare and be ſurpriz d, 
for I have had a deſire to be better known to you ever 
fince I ſaw you one Day clinch your Fiſt at your Fa- 
ther, when his Back was turn'd upon you For 1 
muſt owa I very much admire a young Gentleman of 
Spirit. 

as, Why, Sir, would it not vex a Man to the 
Heart, to have an old Fool ſnubbing a Body every Mi- 
nute afore Company 

Pownce. Oh fie, he uſes you like a Boy. 

Hump. Like a Boy! He lays me on nowand then, 
as if I were one of his Hounds—— You can't think 
what a Rage he was in this Morning, becauſe I bog - 
gled a little at Marrying my own Couſin, 

Pounce, A Man, can't be too ſcrupulous, Mr. Hum- 
phry, a Man can't be too ſcrupulous. = 


Hump. 


1 
— r 


Hump. Sir, I could as ſoon love my own Fleſn and 
Blood, we ſhould ſquabble like Brother and Siſter; do 


you think we ſhould not? Mr Pray, Gentlemen, 


may I crave the Favour of your Names ? 
Poxnce. Sir, I am the very Perſon that have been em. 


ploy'd to dra up the Articles of Marriage between 


you and your Couſin. 
Hump. Ay, ſay you ſo? Then you can inform me 


in ſome things concerning my ſel. Pray, Sir, What 


Eſtate am I Heir to? 

Pounce. To Fifteen hundred Pound a Year, an ins 
tail'd Eſtate 

Hump. 1 am glad to hear it with all my Heart; and 
can you ſatisſie me in another Queſtion —— Pray how 
Old am I at preſent? | 

Pounce. Three and twenty laſt March. 

Hump. Why, as ſure as you are there, they have 
kept me back. I have been told by ſome of the 
Neighbourhood, that I was Born the yery Yearthe 
Pigeon-houſe was built, and every Body knows the 
Pigeon- houſe is three and twenty —— Why? I find 
there has been Tricks play'd me. I have obey'd him 
all along, as if I had been oblig'd to it. 

Poxnce. Not at all, Sir; your Father can't cut you 
out of one Acre of Fifteen hundred Pound a Year. 

Hump. What a Fool have I been to give him his 
Head fo long? | 

Pounce. A Man of your Beauty and Fortune may find 
out Ladies enough that are not a-kin ts you. 

Hump. Look y', Mr. what d'ye call——As to my 
Beauty, I don't know but they may take a liking to 
that— But, Sir, mayn't I crave your Name? 

Pounce. My Name, Sir, is Pownce, at your Service. 

Humpb. Pounce, with a P=— {! 

Pounce. Yes, Sir, and Samuel. with an 

Humph, Why then, Mr. Samuel Paunce, do you know 
any Gentlewoman that __ think I could like? For, 

2 do 
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to tell you truly, I took an Antipathy to my Couſin; 
ever fince my Father propos'd her to me And ſince 
every Body knows I came up to be Married, 1 don't 
care to go down, and look balk d. 

"Pownce, 1 have a Thought juſt come into my Head 
- — — Do you ſee this young Genlteman ? He has a Si- 
ſter, a prodigious Fortune—— Faith you two ſhall be 

DA\Nt CC om——__—_ 

Fain. I can't pretend to expect fo accompliſh'd a 
Gentleman as Mr. Humphry for my Siſter, but being 

our Friend, T1! be at his Service in the Affair. 

Hump. If 1 had your Siſter, ſhe and J ſhould live 
like two Turtles. 

Pounce. Mr. Humphry, you ſhan't be fool'd any lon- 
per, I'll carry you into Company; Mr. Fainlove, you 
-ſhall introduce him to Mrs. Clerimont's Toilet. 

_ "Fain. Shel] be highly taken with him for ſhe 
loves a Gentleman, whoſe Manner is particular. 
Pounce. What, Sir, a Perſon of your Pretenſions, a 
clear Eftate, no Portions to pay! Tis barbarous, your 
Treatment Mr. Humphry, I'm afraid you want 
Mony— There's for y — What, a Man of your Z 
Accompliſhments? _ [Giving a Purſe. 
Hump. And yet you ſee, Sir, how they uſe me — 
Dear Sir, you are the beſt Friend 1 ever met with in J 
all my Life. — Now I am flaſh cf Mony, bring me to 
your Siſter, and I warrant you for my Behaviour ! 
A Man's quite another thing with Mony in his Pocket 
qu know. t 

Pounce. How little the Oat wonders why I ſhould 
give him Mony! You ſhall never want, Mr. Humphry, 
while I have t——Mr. Hamphry ; but. dear Friend, I 
muſt take my leave of you, I have ſome extraordina- 
ry Buſineſs on my Hands. I can't ſtay: But you muſt 

ot ſay a word 


* .f, a — 


Fain. But you muſt be in the way half an Hour 
hence, and I'll introduce you at Mrs. Cerimont's. 
Sh Pounce. 


The Accompliſb'd Fools. 113 


Pounce. Make em believe you are willing to have 
your Couſin Bridget, till opportunity ſerves; Farewel, 
dear Friend. Ex. Pounce and Fain, 
Hump. Farewel, good Mr. Samuel Pounce But 
let's ſee my Caſh tis very true, the old Saying, a 
Man meets with more Friendſhip from Strangers, 
than his own Relations — Let's ſee my Caſh, 1, 2, 
3, 4 there on that ſide— 1, 2, 3, 4, on that ſide; tis 
a fooliſh thing to put all ones Mony in one Pocket, 
"ris like a Man's whole Eſtate in one Country — Theſe 
five in my Fob— I'll keep theſe in my Hand, leaſt 
! ſhould have a preſent Occaſion Zut this Town's 
full of Pick-pockets — Pl] go home again. 
[Exit Il hiſtling. 


QE 2 3 8 NN. 5 S 
ACT H. SCENE I. 


Euter Pounce, and Captain Clerimont with 
his Arm in a Scarf. 


Pownce. O are now well enough inſtructed both 
in the Aunt and Neice ro form your Be- 
haviour. 

Cler. But to talk with her apart is the great ma- 
ter. 

Pounce. The antiquated Virgin has a mighty Affecta- 
tion for Vouth, and is a great lover of Men and Mo- 
ny — One of theſe, at leaſt, I am ſure I can gratifie 
her in, by turning her Pence in the Annuities, or the 
Stocks of one of the Companies; ſome way or otter 
111 find to entertain her, and engage you with the 
young Lady. 
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Cler. Since that is her Ladyſhip's turn, ſo buſie and 
fine a Gentleman as Mr. Pownce muſt needs be in her 
good Graces, 

Pownce. So ſhall you too—— But you muſt not be 
ſeen with me at firſt Meeting. Il dog em, while 
you watch at a Diſtance. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Aunt and Neice. 


Neice. Was it not my Gallant that whiftled ſo charm- 
ingly in the Parlour, before he went out this Morn- 
ing? He's a moſt accompliſh'd Cavalier. 

* Aunt. Come, Neice, come—— You don't do well 
to make ſport with your Relations, eſpecially with a 
young Gentleman that has ſo much kindneſs for you. 

Neice. Kindneſs for me! What a Phraſe 1s there 
to expreſs the Darts and Flames, the Sighs and Lan- 
guiſhings of an expecting Lover! 

Aunt. Pray, Neice. forbear this idle Traſh, and talk 
like other People. Your Couſin Humfhry will be 
true and hearty in what he ſays, and that's a great 


deal better than the talk and complement of Ro- 


mances. 

Neice. Good Madam, don't wound my Ears with 
ſuch Expreſſions; do you think 1 can ever love a 
Man that's true and hearty! What a Peaſant-like 
Amour do theſe courſe Words import! True and 
hearty! pray, Aunt, endeavour a little at the Embel- 
liſnment of your Stile. | 

Aunt. Alack a-day, Couſin Biddy, theſe idle Ro- 
mances have quite turn'd your Head, 

Neice. How often muſt I defire you. Madam, to 
lay aſide that familiar Name. Couſin Biddy? I never 
hear it without bluſhing Did you ever meet with 


an Heroine, in thoſe idle Romances as you call em, 

that was term'd Biddy: 
Aunt. Ah! Coutis, Coufin —— Theſe are meer 
Nothing but Vapour 
| Neice. 


Vapours, indeec 


* 
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Neice, No, the Heroine has always ſomething ſofc 
and engaging in her Name Something that gives 
us a Notion of the ſweetneſs of her Beauty and Beha- 
viour- A Name that glides throught half a dozen ten- 
der Syllables, as Eliſmonda Clidamira Dei damia, that 
runs upon Vowels off the Tongue, not hiſſing through 
one's Teeth, or breaking them with Conſonants 
Tis ſtrange Rudeneſs thoſe familiar Names they give 
us, when there is Aurelia, Sachariſſa. Gloriana, for 
People of Condition; and Celia, Chloris, Corinna, 
Mopſa, for their Maids and thoſe of lower Rank. 

Aunt. Look y,, Biddy. this is not to be ſupported — 
I know not where you learn'd this Nicety ; but I can 
tell you, forſooth, as much as you deſpiſe it, your 
Mother was a Bridget afore you, and an excellent 
Houſe Wife. 

Neice. Good Madam, dor't upbraid me with my 
Mother Bridget, and an excellent Houſe- Wife. | 

Aunt. Yes, 1 ſay, ſhe was, and ſpent her time in 
better Learning thin you ever die not in reading 
of Fights and Battels of Dwarfs and Giants; but in 
writing out Receipts for Broths, Poſſets, Caudles 
and Surfeit- Waters, as became a good Country Gen- 
tlewoman. 

Neice, My Mother, and a Bridget ! . 

Aunt. Yes, Neice, I ſiy again, ycur Mother, my 
Siſter, was a Bridget! the Daughter of her Mother 
Margery, o her Mother Siſly. ot her Mother Alice, 

Neice. Have you no Mercy? On, the barbarous Ge- 
nealogy! | 

Aunt. Of her Mother Winifred, of her Mother 

oan. 

Neice. Since you will run on, then I muſt needs tell 
you | am not ſatisfy'd in the Point of my Nativity. 
Many an Infant has been placed in a Cottage with - 
obſcure Parents, till by chance ſome ancient Servant 
of the Family bas known it by its Marks. 

F 4. Aunt. 


2 
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Aunt. Ay, you had beſt be ſearch d—— That 
your calling the Winds the fanning Gales, before 
don't know how much Company, and the Tree that 
was blown by it, had, forſootb, a Spirit impriſon'din 
the Trunk of it. | 

Neice. Ignorance! | 

Aunt. Then a Cloud this Morning had a flying 
Dragon in it. | 

Neice. What Eyes had you, that you could fee no- 
thing? For my part I look upon it to be a Prodigy, 
and expect ſomething extraordinary will happen to 
me before Night But you have a groſs Reliſh of 
Things. What noble Deſcriptions in Romances had 
been loſt if the Writers had been Perſons of your 
Goulſt ? ; 

Aunt, I wiſh the Authors had been hang'd, and 
their Books burnt, before you had ſeen em. 

Neice, Simplicity! 

Aunt. A parcel of improbable Lie: 

Neice. Indeed, Madam, your Raillery is courſe —— 

Aunt. Fit only to corrupt young Girls, and fill th: ir 
Heads with a thouſand toolkiſh Dreams of 1 don't 
know what, rt 

Neice, Nay, now, Madam, you grow extravagant. 

Aunt. What 1 ſay is not to vex, but adviſe you 


{or your Good. "Y 


Neice. What, to burn Philocles, Artaxerxes, Oroon- 
dates, and the reſt of the Heroick Lovers, and take 
| 2 Country-Booby, Couſin Humphry, for an Huſ- 

nd! ; 

Aunt. Oh Dear, Oh Dear, Biddy! Pray, good Dear, 
learn to act and ſpeak like the reſt of the World; 
come, come, you ſhall marry your Coulin, and live 
comfortably. 


Neice. Live comfortably! What kind of Life is 


that? A great Heireſs live comfortably! Pray, Aunt. 
| a n 


* 
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learn to raiſe ou Ideas What is, I wonder, to 

live comfortably? ; 
Au. To live comfortably, is to live with Pru- 

dence and Frugality, as we do in Lombard-ftreer. 


Neice. As we do—That's a fine Life, indeed, with 


one Servant of each Sex Let's ſee how many 
Things our Coachman is for —— He rubs down 
his Horſes, lays the Cloth, whets the Knives, and 
ſometimes makes Beds. 

Aunt. A good Servant ſhould turn his Hand to 
every thing in a Family. | 

Neice, Nay, there's not a Creature in our Family, 
that has not two or three different Duties ; as Fohn is 
Butler, Footman and Coachman; fo Mary is Cook, 
Laundreſs and Chamber-maid. | 

Aunt. Well, and do you laugh at that? 

Neice. Nc—not I—nor at the Coach-Horſes, tho“ 


one has an eaſie Trot for my Unkle's Riding, and 


rother an eaſie Pace for your Side-Saddle 

Aunt. And fo you jeer at the good Management of 
your: Relations, do you? | | 
Nebice. No, I'm well ſatisfied that all the Houſe are 
Creatures of Buſineſs, but, indeed, was in hopes that 
my poor little Lap-Dog might have liv'd with me 
upon my Fortune without an Employment, but my 
Uakle threatens every Day to make him a Turn ſpit, 
that he too, in his Sphere, may help us- to live come 
fortabl) 

Aw. Hark y', Coufin Biddy. 


Neice. I vow I'm out of Countenance when our 


Butler, with his careful Face, drives us all towed in 


— — — 


F At. 


| xi? The Tender Husband : Or, 


Aunt. So we do, and ſo will you always, if you 
marry your Couſin Humphry= 


Neice. Name not the Creature. 

Aunt. Creature! What your own Couſin a Crea- 
ture! 

Neice. Oh, let's be going. I ſee yonder another. 
Creature thatdoes my Uncle's Law-Bufineſs, and has, 
1 believe, made ready the Deeds, thoſe barbarous 
Deeds! | 
Aut. What, Mr. Paunce a Creature too! Nay, 
now I'm ſure you're Ignorant — You ſhall ſtay, and 
you'll learn more Wit from him in an Hour, than in 
a Thouſand of your fooliſh Buoks in an Age Your 
"Seryant Mr. Pownce, | 


Enter Pounce. 0 

Pounce. Ladies, I hope I don't interrupt any private 
Diſcourſe. 

Aunt. Not in the leaſt, Sir. 

Pounce. I ſhould be loath to be eſteem'd one of 
thoſe, who think they have a Privilege of mixing in 
all Companies, without any Buſineſs, but to bring forth 
a loud Laugh, or vain Jeſt. 

Neice. He talks with: the Mein and Gravity of a 
Paladin. LAſide. 

Founce. Madam, I bought the other Day at three and 
an half, and ſold at Seven — | 

Aunt. Then pray, Sir, ſell for me in time. Neice, 
mind him; he has an infinite deal of Wi! 

Founce. This that I ſpeak. of was for you Ine- 
ver neglect ſuch Opportunities to ſerve my Friends. 

Aunt. Indeed, Mr. Pounce, you are, I proteſt, with- 
out flattery, the wittieſt Man in the World. 

Fauncs. Lafſure you, Madam, I faid laſt Night be- 
fore an Hundred Head of Citizens, that Mrs. Barſheba 
r 

tles. 


Aunt. 
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Aut. Well, Mr. Pounce, you are ſo facetious 
But you are always among the great One Tis 
no wonder you bave it. | 

Neice. Idle! Idle! 

Pownce. But, Madam. you know Alderman Grey-- 
Gooſe, he's a notable joking Mar—W:1l, fays he, 
here's Mrs. Barſheba's Health——She's my Miſtreſs, - 

Aunt. That Man makes me ſplit my Sides with 
Laughing. he's ſuch a Wag (Mr. Pownce pretends - 
Grey Gooſe (aid all this, but I know 'tis his own Wit, 


for he's in love with me.) LAſide. 
Pounce. But, Madam, there's a certain Affair I ſhould 

Communicate to you. [ 4part, 
Aunt. Ay, tis certainly fo——He wants to break 

his Mind to me. [ Caprain Clerimont paſing. 


Pownce. Oh, Mr. Clerimont, Mr. Clerimont La- 
es, pray let me introduce this young Gentleman, 
's my Friend, a Youth of great Virtue and Good- 
neſs, for all he's in a red Coat. 
Aunt. If he's your Friend, we need not doubt his 
Virtue, 
Cler. Ladies, you are taking the cool Breath of the - 
Morning. 
Neice. A pretty Phraſe, LAſide. 
Aunt. That's the pleaſanteſt time this warm Wea- 
ther. | 
Cler. Oh, tis the Seaſon of the Pearly Dews, and 
gentle Zephirs. 
' Neice. Ay! pray mind that agein, Aunt. [Aſide. 
Pounce. Shan't we repoſe our ſelves on yonder Seat, 
Ilove improving Company, and to communicate. 
Aunt. Tis certainly fo —— He's in love with me, 
and wants Opportunity to tell me fol dont care 
it we dees a moſt ingenious Mans 
[Exe, Aunt and Pounces - 
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Cler. We enjoy here, Madam, all the pretty Land- 
skips of the Country, without the pains of going 
thither. | | 

Neice. Art and Nature are in a Rivalry, or rather 
a Confederacy, to adorn this beauteous Park with all 
the agreeable Variety of Water, Shade, Walks and 
Air. What can be more charming than theſe flowery 
Lawns? 

Cler. Or theſe gloomy Shade: 

Neice, Or theſe embroider'd Vallies. 

Cler. Or that tranſparent Stream? 

Neice, Or theſe bowing Branches on the Banks of 
it, that ſeem to admire their own Beauty in the Cri- 
ſtal Mirrour ? | 

Cler. I am ſurpriz d. Madam, at the Delicacy of 
your Phraſe Can ſuch Expreflions come from 
Lombard-ſtreet ? | 4 

Neice. Alas! Sir. What can be expected from an in- 
noceat Virgin, that has been immur d almoſt one and 
twenty Years from the Converſation of Mankind, un- 
der the Care of an Urganda of an Aunt: 


ler. Bleſs me, Madam, how have you been a- 


b1s'd! Many a Lady before your Age has had an hun- 
dred Lances broken in her Service, and as many 
Dragons cut to pieces in Honour of her. 

Neice. Oh, the charming Man t \ [ Afrdes 
Cler. Do you believe Pamela was one and twenty 
before ſhe knew Muſidorus ? | | 
Neice, I could hear him eve [Afide. 
ler. A Lady of your Wit and Beauty might have 
given'Occafion for a whole Romance in Folio before 

tnat Age. ' 
Neice. Oh, the Powers! Who can be be? Oh; 
Youth unknown! But let me, in the firſt Place, know 
whom 1 talk to, for, Sir, I am wholly unacquainted 
both with your Perſon, and your Hiſtory —— You 
ſeem, indeed, by your Deportment, and che diſtin- 
8 "FM guiſhing 
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iſhing Mark of your Brayery which you beaz, to 
— been in a Conflit—— May I not know what 
cruel Beauty oblig'd you to ſuch Adventures, till ſhe 
pitied you? W 

Cler. Oh, the pretty Coxcomb! [ Aſide: 
Oh, Blenheim, Blenheim! Oh, Cordelia, Cordelia! 

Neice. You mention the place of Battle — I 
would fain hear an exact Deſcription of it Our 
publick Papers are ſo defective, they dont ſo much 
as tell us how the Sun roſe on that glorious Day—- 
Were there not a great many Flights of Vultures be- 
fore the Battle began ? : 

Cler. Oh, Madam, they have eaten up half my Ac: 
quaintance. 

Neice. Certainly never Birds of Prey were ſo fea- 
ſted by report, they might have liv'd half a Year 
on the very Legs and Arms our Troops left behind 
em. 

Cler. Had we not fought near a Wood, we ſhould 
ne'er have got Legs enough to have come home up- 
on. The Joyner of che Foot-Guards has made his 
Fortune by it. 

Neice, I ſhall never forget your General — He 
bas put all my ancient Heroes out of Countenance. 
He has pull'd down Cyrus and Alexander, as much 
as Louis: le Grand But your own part in that 
Action? * 

Cler. Only that ſlight hurt, for the Aſtrologer ſaid 
at my Nativity — Nor Fire, nor Sword, nor Pike, 
nor Muſquet, ſnall deſtroy this Child, let him but a- 
void fair Eyes — Bur, Madam, mayn't I crave the 
Name of her that has czprivated my Heart. 

Neice I can't gueſs whom you mean by that De- 
ſeription; but if y u ask my amel muſt con- 
feſs you put me upo:: Revealing what I always ke 
as the. greateſt Secret I haue for would youbtlieve 

| _—— 
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it they hade call d me I don't know how to 
own it, but they have called me Bridget. f 
Cler. Bridget: 
Neice. Bridget. 
Cler. Bridget? 

Neice. Spare my Confufion, I beſeech you, Sir, and 
if you have Occaſion to mention me, let it be by Par- 
theniſſa, for that's the Name I have aſſum'd ever ſince 
Icame to Years of Diſcretion. | 

Cler. The r Tyranny of Parents, to fix 
Names on helpleſs Infants, which they muſt bluſh at 
all their Lives after! I don't think there's a Sirname in 
the World to match it. | | 4 
Neice. No! What do you think of Tipkm? . 

Cler. Tipkin! Why, Ithink if I was a young Lady 
that had it, I'd part with it immediately. 

Neice. Pray, how. would you get rid of it? 

Cler. I'd change it for another ——1I could recom- 
mend to you three very pretty Sillable What do 
you think of Clerimont? 

Neice. Clerimont ! Clerimont! Very wel. Zut 
what right have I to it? | 

Cler. If you will give me leave, I'll put you in 
Poſſeſſion of it. By a very few Words I cau make it 
over to you, and your Children after you. 

Neice. Oh, fie! Whither are you running! You 
know a Lover ſhould Sigh in private, and Languiſh 
whole Years before he reveals his Paſſion; he ſhoul. 
retire into ſame ſolitary Grove, and make the Woods 
and wild Beaſts his Confidents —— You ſhould have told 
it to the Eccho half a Year before you had diſcover d 
it, even to my Hand-maid. And yet beſides to 
talk to me of Children Did you ever hear of au 
Herome with a Big · belly? 5 
_  Cler. What can a Lover do, Madam, now the Race 
of Giants is extinct? Had I liy'd in thoſe Days, there 
bad not been a Mortal fix Foot high, but ſhould r 

| owndqg 


— — _ — 
: 


The Accompliſe'd Fools. 123 


ewn'd Partheniſſa for the Paragon of 1 or 
meaſur'd his length on the Ground FPartheniſa 
ſhould have been heard by the Brooks and Deſarts at 
Midnight. The Eccho's Burden, and the River's 
Murmur. 

Neice. That had been a Golden Age, indeed! But 
ſee, my Aunt has left her Grave Companion, and is 
coming towards u:——l command you to leave 
me, 

Cler. Thus Orcondates when Statira diſmiſs'd him 
her Preſence, threw himſelf at her Feet, and implor'd 


Permiſkon but to live. [ Offering to Knee. 

Neice; And thus Statira raiſed him from the Earth; 

permitting him to live and love. [ Exit Cler. 
Enter Aunt. 


Aunt. Is not Mr. Pounces Converſation very im- 
proving, Neice ? | 

Neice. Is not Clerimont a very pretty Name, Aunt? 

Aunt, He has ſo much Prudence. | 
- Neice, He has ſo much Gallantry. 

Aunt. So ſententious in his Expreſſions, . 

Neice. So poliſh'd in his Language! - 

Aunt. All he ſays, is, methioks, ſo like a Sermon; 

Neice. All he ſpeaks favours of Romance. 

Aunt, Romance, Neice? Mr. Pounce! what ſavours 
of Romance? 

Neice. No, I mean his Friend, the accompliſh'd 
Mr. Clerimont. > 

Aunt. Fie, for one of your Years to commend a 
young Fellow! 

Neice. One of my Years is mightily govern'd by 
Example! you did not diſlike Mr. Pownce, 

Aunt, What, Cenſocious too? I find there is no 
truſting you out of the Houſe A Moment's freſh. 
Air does but make you till the more in love with 


Strangers, and deſpiſe your own Relations. | 


| Neiae. 
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Neice. I am certainly by the Power of an Enchant 
ment plac'd among you, but I hope I this Morning 
employed one to ſeek Adventures, and break the 
Charm. | * | 

Aunt. Vapours, Biddy indeed! Nothing but Vas 
pours Couſin Humphrey ſhall break the Charm. 

Neice, Name him not Call me ſtill Biddy, ra- 
ther than name that Brute. ¶ Exe. Aunt and Neice. 


Enter Captain Clerimont and Pounce. 

Cler. A perfect Quixot in Petticoats! I tell thee, 
Founce, ſhe governs ber ſelf wholly by Romance 
It has got into her very Blood She ſtarts by Rule, 
and bluſhes by Example. Could I but have pre- 
duc'd one Inſtance of a Lady's complying at firſt 
Sight, I ſhould have gain'd her Promiſe on the Spot 
How am I bound to curſe the cold Conſtitutions of 
the Phileclea's and Statira's! I am undone for want 
of Precedents. 

Pownce. | am ſure I labour'd hard ro favour your 
Conference; and ply'd the Old Woman all the while 
with ſomething that tickled either her Vanity.or her 
Covetouſnefs ; I conſider'd all the Stocks, old and 
new Company, her own Complexion and | Youth, 
Partners for Sword-Blades, Chamber of London Banks 
for Charity, and Mine-Adventures, till ſhe told me I 
had the Repute of the moſt facetious Man that ever 
came to .Garaway': For ycu muſt 'know publick 
Knaves and Stock- Jobbers paſs for Wits at her End of 


the Town, as common Cheats and Gameſters do at 


yours. | 
_ Cler. I pity the Drudgery you have gone through, 
but what's next to be done towards getting my pret- 
ty Heroine? , 
=. Pownce, What ſhould next be done, in ordinary 
Method of Things — You have ſeen her, the next re- 
gular Approach is, that you cannot ſubſiſt a * 
3 e wi 
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without ſending forth muſical Complaints of your 
Misfortune by way of Serenade. 

Gler, I can nick you there, Si have a Scrib- 
bling- Army-Friend, that has writ a triumphant, rare, 
noiſie Song, in honour of our late Victory, that will 
hit the Nymph's Fantaſque to a Hair; III get every 
thing ready as fiſt as poſſible. | 

Pownce. While you are playing upon the Fort, III 

be within, and obſerve what Execution you do, and 
give you Intelligence accordingly. 
Cler. You muſt have an Eye upon Mr. Humphrey, 
while I feed the Vanity of Partheniſſa — For lam ſo 
experienc'd in theſe Matters that I know none but 
Coxcombs think ro win a Woman by any deſert of 
their own —— No, it muſt be done rather by com- 
plying with ſome prevailing Humour of your Miſtreſs, 
than exerting any good Quality in your ſelf, 


'Tis not the Lover's Merit wins the Field, 
But to themſelves alone the Btauteous yield. 


ACT 


— 
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ACT i. SCENE I. 


Euter Mrs. Clerimont, Fainlove (carrying 
her Lap-Dog) and Jenny. 


Fen. Mum, the Footman that's recommended to 
you is below, if your Ladyſhip will pleaſe 
to take him 

M. Cler. Oh, fie; don't believe III think on!“ 
It is impoſſible he ſhould be good for any thing 
The Engliſh are ſo ſaucy with their Liberty III 
have all my lower Scrvants Fench— There cannot 
2 good Footman born out of an abſolute Monar- 

Fen. lam beholden to your Ladyſhip. for believiog 
ſo well of the Mrid Servants in England. 

Mrs, Cler. Indeed, Fenny, 1 could wiſh thou-wer't 
really French; tor thou art plain Engliſh in ſpite of 
Example — Your Arms do but hang on, and you 
move perfectly upon Joints. Not with a Swim of 
the whole Perſon —— But I am talk ing to you, and 
have not adjuſted my ſelf to Day: what pretty Com- 
pany a Glaſs is, to have another ſelf! (Kiſſes the Dog) 
To converſe in Soliloquy! To have Company that 
never contradicis or diſplesſes us! The pretty viſible 
Eccho of our Actions (Kiſh the Dog) How eaſie too 
it is to be diſencumber d with Stays, where a Woman 
has any thing like Shape, if no Shape, a good Air— 

But I look beſt when I'm talking. 
NOI [Kiſſes the Lap-Dog in Fainlove's Arms. 

Fen, You always look well. 

Mrs. Cler, For I'm alwa; s talking, you mean ſo, 
that diſquiets thy ſullen Engliſh Temper, but I don't 


really loo k ſo well when 1 am ſilen. If I do - 
| Ofner. 
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offer to ſpeax Then I may ſay that Oh, bleſs 
me, Fenny, I am fo pale, Iam atraid of my felf—— 
I have not laid on half red enough —— What a Dough- 
bak'd thing was | before I improv'd my ſelf, and 
travell'd for Beauty — However, my Face is yery 
prettily 1 1 to Day. 

Fain. Indeed, Madam, you begin to have ſo ſine 
5 Hand, that you are younger every Day than o- 
ther. 

Mrs. Cler. The Ladies abroad us'd to call me Ma- 
damoiſelle Titian, I was ſo famous for my Colouring; 
but prethee, Wench, bring me my black Eye-brows 
out of the next Room. 

Zen. Madam, I haye 'em in my Hand. 

Fain. It would be happy for all that are to ſee you 
to Day, if you could change your Eyes too. 

Mei. Cler. Gallant enougt No, bang it, III 
vrear theſe I have on, this Mode of Vilage takes 
mightily, 1 had three Ladies laſt Week came over to 
my Complexion——1I think to be a fair Woman this 
Fortnight, 'till I find I'm ap'd too muck——=l believe 
there are an hundred Copies of me already. 

Fen, Dear Madam, won't your Lad yſhip pleaſe 
to let me be of the next Countenance you leave 


off ? 

Mrs. Cler, You may, Jen but I aſſure you— 
it is a very pretty piece of ill nature. for a Woman 
that has any Genius for Beauty, to obſerve the Servils 
Imitation of her Manner, her Motion, her Glances, 
and her Smiles. 

Fain. Ay, indeed, Madam, nothing can be fo ri- 
diculous as to imitate the Inimitable. , 

Mrs. Cler. Indeed, as you ſay, Fainlove, the French 
Mein is no more to be learn'd, than the Language, 
without going thither——Then again to fee ſome 
poor Ladies who haye Clownifh, Penurious, „ 

Huſ- 
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Husbands, turn ard torture their old Cloaths into ſo 
many Forms, and dye em into ſo many Colours, 
to follow me What ſay'ſt, Fenny? What ſay'ſt ? 
Not a Word? 

Jen. Why, Madam, all that I can ſay 

Mrs. Cler. Nay, I believe, enny, thou haſt nothing 
to ſay any more than the reſt ot thy Country- Wo- 
men The Splenaticks ſpeak juſt as the Weather lets 
em They are mere talking Barometers—Abroad 
the People of Quality go on ſo eternally, and ſtill go 
on, and are Gay and Entertain In England Diſ- 
courſe is made up of nothing but Queſtion and An- 
- fwer——1I was tother Day at a Viſit, where there 

was a profound Silence, for, I belieye, the third Part 
of a Minute, AGTH 

Fen. And your Ladyſhip there? 

Mrs. Cler. They infected me with their Dulneſs, 
who can keep up their good Humour at an Engliſh 
Viſit They fit as at a Funeral, filent in the midſt 
of many Candle.— One, perhaps, alarms the Room 
"Tis very cold Weathe: —:hen all the Mutes play their 
Fans till ſome other Queſtion happens, and then 

the Fans go off apair. 

Boy. Madam, your Spinet- Mafter is come. 

Mrs. Cler. Bring him in, he's very pretty Com- 
pany. 

Fam. His Spinet is, he never ſpeaks bimſelf, 

. Mrs. Cler. Speak, Simpleton? What then, he keeps 
out Silence, does not he——Oh, Sir, you muſt forgive 
me, I have been very Idle—Well, you pardon me 
(Maſter Bows —— )Did you think I was perfect in the 
Song (Bows) bur pray let me hear it once more. 

T "TR: 
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SONG. 


With ſtudied Airs, and praftis d Smiles, 
Flavia my raviſh d Heart beguiles : 
The Charms we make, are ours alone, 
Nature's Works are not our omn; 

Her skilful Hand gives ev ry Grace, 
And s her Fancy in her Face. 

She feeds with Art and am'rous Rage, 
Nor fears the Force of coming Age. 


You fing it very well; but, I confeſs, I wiſh you'd 
give more into the French Manner. 7 
Obſerye me Hum it A-la-Frangoiſe, 


With fludied Airs, &c. 


The whole Perſon, every Limb, every Nerve ſing.— 
The Engliſh Way is only being for that time a mere 
Muſical Inſtrument, juſt ſending forth a Sound with- 
out knowing they do ſc— Now 1'1l give you a little 
of it, like an Engliſu Womar You areto ſuppoſe 
I've deny'd you twenty times, look'd filly, and all 
that—Then with Hands and Face inſenſible I have 


A mighty Cold. 


With fludied, &c. 


Enter Servant. 
Ser. Madam, Captain Clerimont, and a very ſtrange 
Gentleman, are come to wait on you. i: 


Mrs. Cler. Let him and the very ſtrange Gentleman 
come in. 


Fain: Oh! Madam, that's the Country Gentleman 
1] was telling you of. | 


Enter 
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Enter Humphry and Captain Clerimont. 


Fain. Madam, may I do my ſelf the Honour to re. 
commend Mr Gubbim, Son and Heir to Sir Harry Gub- 
bin, to your Ladyſhip's Notice? : 

Mrs. Cler. Mr. Gubbin, Iam extreamly pleaſed with 
your Suit, tis Antique, and originally from France. 

Hump. It is always lock d up, Madam, when I'm 
in the Country. My Father prizes it mightily. 

Mrs. Cler. Twould make a very pretty Dancing- 
Suit in a Mask. Oh! Captain Clerimont, I have a Quar- 
rel with you. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Husband deſires to 
| know whether you ſee Company to day or not? 
Mrs. Cler. Who, you Clown? 

Ser. Mr, Clerimont, Madam. 
| Mrs, Cler. He may come in. 


Enter Clerimont Senior. 


Mrs. Cler. Your very humble Servant. x 

Cler. Sen. I was going to take the Air this Mornin 
in my Coach, and did my ſelf the Honour, before 
went, to receiye your Commands, finding you ſaw 
Company. . 

Mrs. Cler, At any time when you know I do, you 
may let me ſee you. Pray, how did you ſleep laſt 
Night? If I had not ask'd him that Queſtion, they 
might have thought we lay together [ Aſide.] [Here 
Fainlove looking thro a Perfptciive, bows to Clerimont 
Senior.) But, Captain, I bave a quarrel with you 


4 have utterly forgot thoſe three Coupees you promis'd 

to come again, and ſhew-me. 
Cler. Sen. Then, Madam, you have no Commands 

this Morning? „ 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Cler. Your humble Nen pets But, oh! 
DAs ſhe is going to be led by the Captain] Have you fign'd 
that 233 to pay ke my Lady Faddle's Winnings 
at Ombre? | | 

Cler. Sen Yes, Madam. 

Mrs Cler. Then all's well, my Honour's ſafe. [ Exit 
Clerimont Sen.] Come, Captain lead me this Step 
—— for I'm apt to make a falſe one—— You. ſhall 
ſhew me. | 

Cler. Tl ſhew you, Madam, tis no matter for a 
Fiddle ; I'll give you em the French way, in a teach- 
ing Tune, Pray more quick — Oh Madamoiſelle que 
faites vou. A moy— There 2gain— Now flide as 
it were with and without Mealurt There you out- 
did the Gipfie 
Dance to a tittle. 

Mrs. Cler. Why truly I think that the greateſt part 
1 have ſeen an Engliſþ Woman dance a Jigg with the 
Severity of a Veſtal Virgin 2 

Hum. If this be French dancing and finging, I fancy 
I could do it Haw! haw! [Capers aſide. 

Mrs. ler. 1 proteſt, 9 Gubbin, you have almoſt 
the Step, without any of our Country Baſhfulneſs. 
Give me your Hand — Haw! haw ! So, fo, a little 
-quicker— That's right, Haw ! Captain, your Brother 
deliver'd this Spark to me, to-be-diyerted here till he 
calls for him. D Exit Clerimont. 
Hump. This cutting ſo high makes one s Mony jingle 
confoundedly, I'm refoly'd V1! never carry above one 
Pocket full hereafter. 

Mrs. Cler, You do it very readily—— You amaze 
me. a * we 

- Hump. Are the Gentlemen in France generally fo 
well-bred as we are in England — Are they, Madam, 
ba! But, young Gentleman, when ſhall I ſee this Si- 
ſter? Haw! baw! bay! Is not the higher one jumps 
r 


and you have all the Smiles of the 


Fain, 


-% 


have me——1I'm for Marrying her at once 
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Fain She'll be mightily taken with you, I'm ſure, 
One would not think twas in you—You're fo gay— 


and dance ſo very high | 


Hump. What ſhould ail me? Did you think I was 
Wind-gall'd? I can ſing too, if I pleaſc—but I won't 


till I fee your Siſter —Thbis is a mighty pretty Houſe, 


Mrs. Cler. Well, do you know that I like this Gen- 
tleman extremely? I ſhould be glad to *form him— 
But were you never in France, Mr. Gubbin ; 

Hump. 5 but 'm always thus pleaſant, if my 
Father is not by—1 proteſt ld adviſe your Siſter to 
Wh 
ſhould 1 ſtand ſhilly-ſhally, like a Country Bumkin 1 

Fain, Mr. Gubbin, I dare ſay, ſhe'll be as forward as 
you; we'll go in, and ſee her. Il Abart. 

Mrs. Cler. Then he has not yet ſeen the Lady he is 
in Love with. I proteſt very new and gallan 
Mr. Gubbin, ſhe muſt needs believe you a frank Per- 
ſor Fainlove, I muſt ſee this Siſter too, I'm re- 


ſolv'd ſhe ſhall like him. 


There needs not timo trus Paſfion to diſcover ; 
The woſt believing is the. moſh a Lover. | 
6: £950 | LExeunt, 


Enter Neice Sola. 
Neice. Oh Clerimont ! Clerimont! To be ſtruck at fiſt 


ſight! I'm aſham'dof my Weakneſs; I find in my ſelf 


all the Symptoms of araging Amour; [love Solitude, 
I = pale, I figh frequently, I call upon the Name 
of Clerimont when I don't think of i His Perſon 
4s ever in my Eyes, and his Voice in my Ea Me- 
thinks I long to loſe my ſelf in ſome penſive Grove, 
or to hang over the Head of ſome warbling Fountain, 
with a Lute in my Hand, ſoftning the Murmurs of the 


Water. 
| Enter 
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Enter Aunt, 


Aunt. Biddy, Biddy; where's Biddy Pitkin? ? 

Neice. Whom do you enquire for? 

Aunt. Come, come, he's juſt a-comiong at the Park 
Door. 
Neice. Who is coming? | | . 

Aunt. Your Couſin Humphry — who ſhould be 
coming? Your Lover, your Husband that is to be 
Pray. my Dear, look well, and be civil for your Credit, 
and mine too. 
Neice. If he anſwers my _ I ſhall rally the Rus 
ſtick to Death. 


Aunt. Hiſt — here he i is. 5 
| Enter Humphry. | 
Hump, Aunt, your humble Servant. ls that 
Ha! Aunt? 


Aunt, Ves, Couſin Humphry, that's your Couſin 
Bridget, Well, I'll leave you together. | 
[Exit Aunt. They ſit. 
Hump. Aunt does as ſhe'd be done by, Coufin Bridget, 
does not ſhe, Coufin ? Ha! What are you a Londoner, 
and not ſpeak toa Gentleman ? 7 y , Couſin, the old 
Folks reſolving to marry us, 1 thought it would be 
proper to ſee how I lik d you, as nat caring to buy a 
Pig in a Poke —— for | love to lock before I leap. 
Neice. Sir, your Perſon and Addreſs bring to my 
mind the whole Hiſtory of Valentine and Oran: What, 
would they marry me to a wild Man? Pray anſwer 
me a Queſtion or two. 
wet Ay, ay, as many as you pleaſe, Couſin 
i 
Neice. What Wood were you taken in? How long 
have you been cought ? | 
Hump. Caught! 
Neice. Where were To Haunts ? 


Hump, 
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Hump. My Haunts! 
" Neice. Are not Clothes very uneaſie to you? Is this 
ſtrange Dreſs the firſt you ever wore? . 

Hump. How! 

Neice. Are not you a great Admirer of Roots, and 
raw Fleſh? Let me look upon your Nail 
Dont you loye Black berries, Haws, and Pig-nuts, 
-mightily? 

Hump. How ! 

Neice. Canſt thou deny that thou wer't ſuckled by 

a Wolf? You han't been ſo barbarous, I hope, fince 
Feu came amongſt Men, as to hunt your Nurſe 
ve you? | 

Hump. Hunt my Nurſe? Ay; 'tisſo, ſhe's diſtracted 

as ſure as a Gun—— Hark ye, Couſin, pray will you let 
me ask rr or — 5 Ren 

Nejee. If thou haſt yet learn'd the uſe of Language, 
Fpeak Monſter. a Y 

. Hump. How, long have you been thus? 
Neice. Thus! What wouldſt thou fay? | 

Hump What's the Cauſe of it? Tell me truly now 
a fu never loye any Body before me? 

Neice. Go, go, thou'rt a Savage. [ Riſes. 

Hump. They never let you go abroad, I ſuppoſe. 

Neice. Thour't a Monſter, I tell the. 

_ Hump. Indeed, Couſin, tho” tis a Folly to tell thee 
Hmmm — 5 thou art a, mad Woman. 
Neice. Ill haye thee carried into ſome Foreſt, 

" Hump. I'll take thee into a drk Room. 

- Neice. I hate thee. 

"Hump. 1 wiſh you did —— There's no Hate loſt, 1 

aſſure you, Couſin Bridger, 48 

Neice. Couſin Bridget, quoth Id as ſoon claim 
-Kindred with a Mountain Bear — 1 deteſt thee. 

- Hump. You never do any harm in theſe Fits, I hope 
— hut do you hate me in earneſt ? Wo 

Neice. Doſt chou ask it, ungentle Forefter ? 

Hump. 
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Hump. Yes, for I've'a reaſon, look ye. It happens 

very well if you hate me, and are in your Senſes, for 

to tell you truly I don't much care for you; and 

there is another fine Woman, as I am inform'd, that 
is in ſome hopes of having me. 

Neice. This merits my Attention. [ Aſide. 

Hump. Look y' d'{ee—as I ſaid, fince I don't care 
for you l would not bave you fet your Heart on 
me but if you like any Body elſe let me knows 
it—and 'I find out a way for us to get rid of one 
another, and deceive the old Folks that would Couple 
us. 

Neice. This wears the Face of an Amour There 
is ſomething in that Thought which makes thy Pre- 
ſence leſs perde . 
Hump. Nay, nay, now you're growing z 1 
you — 2 theſe Maid's Tricks, to ſay you hate 
at firſt, and afterwards like me you ll ſpoil the whole 
| 2 Don't fear it when I think of Con ſorting 
with thee, may the Wild Boar defile the cleanly Er- 
min, may the Tiger be wedded to the Kid. 

Hump. When I of thee, may the Pole Cat Catter- 
waul with the Civet. 

Neice. When I harbour the leaſt Thought of thee, 
may the Silver Thames forget its Courſe. 

Hump. When | like thee, may I be ſows'd over 


Head and Ears in a Horſe-· Ponce hut do you hate 
me? 


Enter Aunt. 


Nice. For ever; and you me? 
Hump. Moſt heartily. 


Aunt. Ha, 1 like this —— They are come to Pro- 
Milecrnn—nd Proteſtations. [ Aſide. 


G > Hump. 
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Hump. 1 am very glad I have found a way to 
pleaſe you. 

Neice. You promiſe to be conſtant. 

Hump. Till Death. 

Neice. Thou beſt of Savages. 

Hump. Thou beſt of Savages! Poor Biddy. 

Aunt. Oh the pretty Couple joking on one ano- 
ther. Well, — do you like your Couſin Humphrey 
now ? 

Neice. Much better than I thought I ſhould —He's 
quite another'thing than what I took him for—— We 
have both the ſame Paſſion for one another, 

- Hump. We wanted only an Occaſion to open our 
Hearts Aunt, F 
Aunt. Oh, how this will rejoice my Brother, and 
Sir Harry! well go to'em. 

Hump. No, I muſt fetch a walk with a new Ac- 
quaintance, Mr. Samuel Pownce. 

Aunt. An excellent Acquaintance for your Husband ; 
come, Neice, come. 

- Neice. Farewel, Ruftick. 

Hump. Buy, Biddy. 

Aut. Ruſtick! Biddy! Ha! bat n 


1 


Aer 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter Captam Clerimont and Pounce. 


n ſne expect me then, at this very In- 
ſtant? 

Pownce. I tell you, ſhe order d me to bring the Pain- 
ter at this very Hour, preciſely, to draw her Neice 
for to make her Picture peculiarly Charming, ſhe has 
now that down-caft pretty Shame, that warm Cheek, 
glowing with the Fear and Hope of to-Day's Fate, 
with the, inviting, coy Affectation of a Bride, all in 
her Face at once. Now I know you are a Pretender 
that WAY» *% | MEI 0 22 * 

Cler. Enough, I warrant, to perſonate the Character 
on ſuch an inſpiring Occaſion. | 

. Pownce. You mult have the Song I ſpoke of, per- 
form'd at this Window ——at the end of which I'll 
give you a Signal Every thing is ready for you, 
your Pencil, your Canvas ſtretchd — your — Be ſure 
E play your part in Humour: To be a Painter for a 
Lady, you're to have the exceſſive Flattery ot a Lover; 
the ready Invention of a Poet; and the eaſie Geſture 
of a Player. LIE: - 74 

Cler. Come, come, no more Inſtructions, my Ima- 
gination out-runs all you can ſay: Be gone, be gone! 

lk Pounce 
A,SONG.; , 
| 113% * | | 01 C7 4 IF 
WV r. lovely Charmer, tell me-why, 
So very kind, and yet ſo ſhy? 
Why does that cold forbidding Air, 
ſs 63 Or 


—- 
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Or why that Smile my Soul ſubdue, 
And kindle up my Flames anew ? 


I. 


15 Vain you Lr with all your Art, 
By turns to freeze and fire my Heart: 
When I behold a Face ſo fair, 

So ſweet a Look, ſo ſoft an Air, 

My raviſh'd Soul 5 is charm d all o er. 
J cannot love thee leſs nor more. 


5 After the Song Pounce appears beckoning the Captain: 
| Pownce, Captain, Captain. [ Exit Captain. 
SCENE Neice's Lodgings, two Chairs and 4 Table. 


Enter Aunt and Neice. 


Aunt, Indeed, Neice, J am as much orerjoy'd to 
fee your Wedding-Day, as if it were my own, 
Neice. But, why muſt i it be huddled up mY 
- Aunt. Oh, my Dear, a private Wedding is much 
better, your Mother had ſuch a buſtle at hers, with 
Feaſting and Fooling : Beſides, they did not go to Bed 
till two in the Morning. 

Neice. Since you lad things ſo wel I won- 
der you never married your ſelf, 

Aut. My Dear, I was very ct thirty Tears go. 
and no Body has rd me ſiace. 

Neice. Alas-a- day! 
Aunt. Vet, Iaſſure you, there were a great __ 
Matches propos d to me — There was Sir Gilbert 7 
ley, but he, torſooth, could not pleaſe; he drank Ale, 
and ſmoak'd Tobacco, and was no fine Gentleman, 
forſooth—but then again, there was young Mr. Pe- 
regrine Shapely, who had trayell'd, and ſpoke French, 
ud i at all ] ad; he was a fine * 
| b 
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but then he was Conſumptive: And yet again, to ſee 
how one may be miſtaken; Sir Folly dy'd in half a 
Year, and my Lady Shapely has by that thin flip eight 
Children, that ſhould have been mine; but here's the 
Bridegroom. So, Coufin Humphry ! | 


Enter Humphry. 
Hump. Your Servant, Ladies 80, my Dear 
Neice. So my Savage 
Aunt. O fie, no more of that to your Husband, 
Biddy. 
Hump. No matter, I like it as well as Duck or 
Love: I know my Couſin loves me as well as I do 


Aunt, III leave you together; I muſt go and get 
ready an Entertainment for you when you come 
home. [ Exit: — 
Hump. Well, Couſin, are you conſtant? - Do you 
hate me till? | | 

Neice. As much as ever. 

Hump. What an Happineſs it is, when Peoples Ia- 
clinationsjump? 1 with I knew what to do with you: 
Can you get no Body, d' ye think, to Marry you? 

Neice. Oh! Clerimont Clerimont ! Where art thou? 

LAſide. 
Enter Aunt and Captain Clerimont diſguis d. 

Aunt. This, Sir, is the Lady, whom you are to 
draw Lou ſee, Sir, as good Fleſh and Blood as a 
Man would defire to put in Colour: I muſt have 
ber Maiden Picture. | 

Muy. Then the Painter muſt make haſte Ha, 
Couſin ! 
Neice. Hold thy Tongue, Savage. 

Cler. Madam, I'm generally forc'd to new-mould 
every Feature, and mend Nature's Handy- work; but 
here ſhe has made ſo finiſh'd an Original, that I de- 


ſpair of my Copy's coming up to it. 
| G 4 Aunt , 
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Aunt, Do hear that, Neice? * 


Neice. I don't defire you to make Graces where you 
find none. 


Cler. To ſee the difference of the Fair Sex !—1 


proteſt to you, Madam, my Fancy is utterly exbau- 


ſied with inventing Faces for thoſe that fit to me. 
The firſt Entertainment I generally meet with, are 
Complaints for want of Sleep; They never look'd ſo 
pale in their Lives, as when they fit for their Pictures 
-—— Then ſo many Touches and Retouches, when 
the Face is finiſh'd — That Wrinkle ought not to have 
been, thoſe Eyes are too languid, that Colcur's too 
weak, that Side-look hides the Mole on the left Cheek. 


In ſhort, the whole Likeneſs is ſtruck out: But in you, 


Madam, the higheſt I can come up to will be but ri- 
gid Juſtice, ,_ . 8 
Hump. A comical Dog this! 
Aunt. Truly, the Gentleman ſeems to underſtand 
his Buſineſs. 


Neice. Sir, if your Pencil flatters like your Tongue, 


you are going to draw a Picture that won't be at all like 
me. Sure I have heard that Vc ice ſomewhere. [ Aſide. 
Cler. Madam, be pleas d to place your ſelf near me, 


nearer ſtill, Madam, here falls the beſt Ligbt You 


muſt know, Madam, there are three kinds of Airs 
which the Ladies moſt delight in There is your 


| Haughty——your Mild———and your Penſive Air— 
The Haughty may be expreſs'd with the Head a little 


more erect than crdinary, and the Countenance with 
a certain Diſdain in it, ſo as ſhe may appear almoſt, 


but not quite, inexorable: This kind of Air is gene- 


rally heightned with a little knitting of the Brow: — 


I gave my Lady Scornwell her choice of a dozen Frowns, 


before ſhe could find one to her liking, 
- Neice. But what is the Mild Air? | 
Cler. The mild Air is compos d of a/Languiſh, and 


2 Smile—But if I might adviſe, I'd rather be a Pen- 


five Beauty; the Penſive uſually feels ber Pulſe, leans 
þ | on 


- 


— x 


1 
- 

»w 
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on one Arm, or fits ruminating with a Book in her 
Hand — which Converſation ſhe is ſuppos d to chuſe, 
rather than the endleſs Importunities of Lovers. 
© "Hump. A comical Dog 

Aunt. Upon my word he underſtands his Bufineſs - 
well; I' tell you, Neice, how your Mother was 
drawn —— She had an Orange in her Hand, and a 
Noſegay in her Boſom, but a Look ſo pure and freſh- 
colour d, you'd have taken her for one of the Sea- 
ſons. | 
Cler. You ſeem indeed, Madam, moſt inclin'd to 
the Penſiye The Penſive delights alſo in the fall 
of Waters, paſtoral Figures, or any rural View ſuita- 
ble to a fair Lady, who with a delicate Spleen has 
retir'd from the World, as fick of its Flattery and 
Admiration. | 

Neice. No——fince there is room for Fancy in a 
Picture, I would be drawn like the Amazon Tha- 
leſtris, with a Spear in my Hand, and an Helmet on 
a Table before me At a diſtance behind let there 
be a Dwarf, holding by the Bridle a MilE-white 
Palfrey—— | 

Cler. Madam, the Thought is full of Spirit, and if 
you pleaſe, there ſhall be a Cupid ſtealing away your 


Helmet, to ſhew that Love ſhou'd have a Part in all 


gallant Actions. 

Neice, That Circumſtance may be very Pictureſque. 

Cler. Here, Madam, ſhall be your own Picture, 
here the Palfrey, and here the Dwvart—— The Dwarf 
2 be very little, or we ſhan't have room for 

im, 

Neice. A Dwarf cannot be too little. 

Cler. Ill make him a Blackamore, to diſtinguiſh him 
from the other too powerful Dwarf —( fighs) the 
Cupia I'll place that beauteous Boy near you, t will 
look very Natural He'll certainly take you for his 
Mother Venus, | | 

© Neice, I leave theſe Particulars to your own Fancy. 

Gs BS Cler 
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 . Cler, Pleaſe, Madam, to uncover your Neck a lit; 
tle; a little lower ſtill a little, little lower. 
Neice. LIl be drawn thus, if you pleaſe, Sir. q 
WW... * have you 72 the Nes of a late 
iage between a young Lady of a great Fortune, 

and a younger Brother of a good Family? | 

Aunt. Pray, Sir, bow is it? 8 

Cler. This young Gentleman, Ladies, is a particu- 
lar Acquaintance of mine, and much about my 
and Stature; (look me full in the Face, Madam) 
accidentally met the young Lady, who had in her all 
the Perfections of her Sex; (hold up your Head, Ma- 
dam, that's right) ſhe let him know that his Perſon 
and — were not altogether diſagreeable to 
ber — The Difficulty was how to gain a ſecond In- 
terview, (your Eyes full upon mine, Madam) for 
never was there ſuch a Sigher in all the Vallies of 
Arcadia, as that unfortunate Youth, during the Ab- 
ſence of her he lov d | * 

Aut. A- lack. a · da) poor young Gentleman! 

Neice, It muſt be he @hata charming Amour is 
this? [Aſfrde. 

' Cler. At length, Ladies, he bethought himſelt of 
an Expedient; he dreſs'd himſelf juſt as I am now. 
and came to draw her Picture, (your Eyes full upon 
mine, pray Madam.) | 

Hump. A ſubtile Dog, I warrant him. 

Cler. And by that means found an Opportunity of 
carrying her off, and marrying her, 8 
un: Indeed your Friend was a very vicious young 

n. 
Neice, Yet perhaps the young Lady was not dif- 
pleas'd at what he had done, 

Cler. But, Madam, what were the Tranſports of 
the Lover, when ſhe made him that Confeſſion? 

Neice. I dare ſay ſhe thought ber ſelf very happy, 
when ſhe got out of her Guardian's Hands. | 

Avent, Tis very true, Neice.— Thęre are n 

7 
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of thoſe Head- ſtrong young Baggages about Town. 


ler. The Gentleman has often told me, he was 


ftrangely ſtruck at firſt Sight; but when ſhe ſat to 
him for her Picture, and aſſum'd all thoſe Graces that 
are proper for the Occafion——his Torment was fo 
exquiſite, his Paſſion ſo violent, that he could not have 
livd a Day, had he not found means to make the 
Charmer of his Heart his own. 

Hump. Tis certainly the fooliſheſt thing in the 
World to ſtand ſhilly-ſhally about a Woman, when 
one has a mind to marry her. | 

Cler, The young Painter turnd Poet on the Sub- 


ject; I believe I have the Words by heart. 


Neics. A Sonnet! pray repeat it. 
J. 
While gentle Parthe niſſa walks, 
And ſweetly Smiles, and gaily Talks, 
A thouſand Shafts around her fly, p 
A thouſand Swains unheeded dis, 
It. FALL M4 
If then ſhe labours to be ſeen, 
With all her killing Air and Mien; 
From jo much Beauty, ſo much Art, 
What Mortal can ſecure his Heart ? 


Hump. I fancy if 'twas,ſung, *twould make a ye: 
ry pretty Catch. 


Cler. My Servant has a Voice, you ſhall hear it. 


Here tis ſungi 

Aunt. Why this is pretty? I think a Painter ſhould 
never be ES a good Singer It brightens the 
Features ſtrangely —— | profeſs I'm mightily pleas d, 
I'll but juſt ſtep in, and give ſome Orders, and be 
with you preſently. | | [ Exit; 
Neice. Was not this adyenturous Painter call'd Cle. 
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Cler. It was Clerimont the Servant of Partheniſs, 
but let me beſeech that beauteous Maid to reſolve, and 
make the Incident I feign'd to her a real one Con- 
ſider, Madam, you are inviron'd by cruel and trea- 
cherous Guards, which would force you to a diſagree- 
able Marriage, your caſe is exactly the ſame with the 
Princeſs of the Leontines in Clelia. | 
Neice. How can we commit ſuch a Soleciſm againſt 
all Rules! What; in the firſt Leaf of our Hiſtory to 
have the Marriage? You know it carinot be. 
Cler. The pleaſanteſt part of the Hiſtory will be af- 
ter Marriage. 18 * . 
Neice. No! I never yet read of a Knight that en- 
tred Tilt or Tournament after Wedlock— tis not to 
be expected when the Hus band begins, the Heroe 
ends; all that noble Impulſe to Glory, all the gene- 
rous Paſſion for Adventures is conſam'd in the Nup- 
tial Torch; I don't know how it is, but Mays and 
. rennen 2 
Hump. Liſining] Conſum d in the Nuptial Torch ? 
Mars and Hymen! What can all this mean—1 am ve- 
ry glad I can hardly read — They. could neyer get 
theſe fooliſh Fancies into my Head I had always 
a ſtrong Brain. [Aſide] Harky Couſin, is not this 
Painter a comical ? N. 
Neice. I think he's very agreeable Company —— 
Hump. Why then I tell you what marry him — 
A Painter's a very genteel CMling— He's an ingenicus 
Fellow, and certainly Poor. I fancy he'd be glad 
og't; 11] keep my Aunt out of the Room a Minute or 
two, that's all the Time you have to conſider Exit. 

_ Cler. Fortune points out to us this only occaſion of 
our Happineſs: Love's of Cceleſtial Origine, and 
needs no lon Acquaintance to be manifeſt, Lovers 
like Angels ſpeak by Intuition —— Their Souls are in 
their Eyes " TR 

Neice, Then I fear he ſees mine, ide] But x 

| N 
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can't think of abridging our Amours, and cutting off 
all farther decoration of Diſguiſe, Serenade, and "Ad: 
venture. 

Cler. Nor would I willingly loſe the Merit of long 
Services, midnight Sighs, and ee Solitude — 
Were there not a Neceſſit 

Neice. Then to be ed by Stealth! 
ler. Why, Madam, you are a great Fortune, and 

ſhould: not be married the common way. Indeed, 
Madam, you ought to be ſtol'n, nay in ſtrictneſs, 1 
don't know but you ought to be raviſh'd. | 

Neice. But then our; Hiſtory will be ſo ſnort. 

Cler. I grant it, but you don't conſider there's a 
Device in another's leading you inſtead of this Perſon 
that's to have you; and. Madam, tho” our Amours 
can't furniſh ont a Romance, they'll make a veep 
pretty Novel Why ſmiles my Fair? 

; Neice. I amalmoſt of Opinion; that had Orvondates 
been as preſſing as Clerimont, Caſſandra had been but 
a Pocket- Book: But it looks ſo ordinary, to go out 
at a Door to be married Indeed, I ought to de taken 
out of a Window, and run away with. 


Enter Humphry and Pounce. 


. Well, Couſin, the Coach is at the Door. 
It you pleaſe, In lead YOu, - 

Neice. I put my ſelf into your Hands,” good 81. 
vage; but you promiſe to leave me. 

Hump. I tell you plainly, you muſt not think. of 
having me. 

Pounce. [To Cler.] You'll have Oppartunity enough 
to carry her off; the old Fellows will be buſie with | 
me —— II gain all the Time 1 ca, but be bold and 
proſper. 

Neice. Clerimont, you follow us. 

Ger, Upon the Wings of Love,. 


ACT 


. ; 7 . 


dE es De ARE ISI; 
"ACT V. SCENE ; a 
Enter Clerimont Sex. and Fainlove. 


Cur. Sm. HEN ſhe gave you this Letter, and 
bid you it as a Paper of Verſes? 

Fain. This is the Place, the Hour, the lucky Mi- 
nute Now am I rubbing up my Memory, to fe- 
collect all you ſaid to me when you firſt ruin d me, 
that I may attack her right. | | 

Cler. Sen. Your Eloquence would be needleſs— tis 
ſounmodiſhto need Perſwaſion: Modeſty makes a Lady 
embaraſs'd—— But my Spouſe is above that, as for 
Example, [Reading her Letter.) * Fainlove, You don't 
* ſeem to want Wit—— therefore I need ſay no more, 


- 9 4 as 
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. 


than that Diſtance to a Woman of the World is becom- 


ing in no Man, but an Husband: An hour hence come 
4 up the back Stairs to my Cloſet. | 
Adieu Mon Mignon, 

I am glad you are punctual, III conceal my ſelf 
to obſerve your Interview-——Oh, Torture! but this 


Wench muſt not ſee i.. { Aſode, 
"Fain. Be ſure you come time enough to ſave my 
Reputation, | 


.  Clex, Sen. Remember your Orders, Diſtance be- 
comes no Man but an Husband. | 

Fain. I am glad you are in ſo good Humour on the 
Occafion; but you know me to be but a Bully in 
Love, that can Bluſter only till the Minute of En- 
gagement— But I'll top my Part, and form my Con- 
duct by my own Sentiment. If ſhe grows Coy, 
A 


ſelf. | 
„ | Cler, Sen. 


— 
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der. Sen: Well, my dear Rival your Aſſignation 
draws nigh— you are to put on your Tranſport; your 
Impatient throbbing Heart won't let you wait her Ar- 
rival Let the dull F thing an Husband, who 
reckons his Moments his Cares, be content to 
wait, but you are 2 „ and meaſure Time by 
Extaſies. — 
Fain. I hear her coming——to your Poſt— good 
Husband know your Duty, and don't be in the way 
when your Wife bas a Mind to be in private To 
your Poft, into the Cole- hole. | 
Enter Mrs, Clerimont. 
Welcome my Dear, my tender Charmer Oh! 
to my longing Arms feel the Heart pant, that falls 
and riſes as you ſmile or frown Ob, the extatick 
Moment! + T7 
- I think that was ſomething like what has been ſaid 
to me. f QC Wolff: [A... 
Mrs, Cler. Very well Fuinlove -I proteſt i va- 
lue my ſelf for my Diſcerning I knew you had 


Fire through all the Reſpect you ſhew'd me But 
how came you to make no direct Advances, young 


Gentleman ?—— Why was I forc'd to admoniſ your 
Gallantry? - N 

Fain. Why, Madam, I knew you a Woman of Breed- 
ing, and above the ſenſeleſs Niceties of an "Engliſh 
Wifca— The French way is, you are to go ſo far, 
whether you are agreeable or not; If you are ſo hap- 
py as to pleaſe, no body that is not of a conſtrain d 
Behaviour is at a Loſs to let you know i. Beſides, 
if the humble Servant makes the firſt Approaches, he 
has the Impudence of making a Requeſt, but not the 
Honcur ot obeying a Command. 

- Mrs. Cler. Right——a Woman's Man ſhould con- 
ceal Paſſion in a familiar Air of Indifference now 
there's Mr. Cierimont; I can't allow him the leaft 

; —— RI 
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Freedom, but the _unfaſhionable Fool grows ſo fond 
of me. he cannot hide it in Public? 
Fiain. Ay, Madam, I have often wonder'd at 
Lady ſhip's Choice of one that ſeems to have ſo little 
of the Beau monde in bis Carriage, but juſt what you 
force him ta while there were ſo many pretty 
Gentlemer [ Dancing. 
- Mrs, Cler. O young Gentleman, you are mightily 
miſtaken, if you think ſuch Animals as you, and pret- 
ty Beau Ti:mouſe, and pert Billy Butterfly, tho' I ſuffer 
you to come in, and play about, my. Rooms, are any 
ways in competition with a Man whoſe Name one 
— . , Birone: 
Fan. Oh Madam! then I find we are — 
Mrs. Cler. A Woman of Senſe muſt have reſpect for 
a Man of that Character; but alas! Reſpect— What is 
Reſpect? Reſpect is not the thing u Reſpect has ſome- 
thing too ſolemu for ſoft Moments You things 
are more proper for Hours of Dalliance. 
Cler. Sen. peeping.] How have I wrong'd this fine 
Lady!/——l fiud J am to be à Cuckold out of her 
pure .Elteemtorme 1:07 245995 217 18 0009053! 2147 
Mrs, Cler, Befides thoſe Fellows for whom we have- 
Reſpect, have none for us: I warrant on ſuch an oc- 
caſion Clerimont would have ruffled a Woman out of 
all Form, while you?“: 5 {1 6. 
Cler, Sen. A good hint now my Cauſe comes 
on. | Avi * [ Aſide. 
Faix, Since then you allow us fitter for ſoft Mo- 
ments, why do we miſemploy em? Let me kiſs that 
beauteous Hand, and claſp that graceful Frame. | 
Mrs, Cler. How, Fainlove! What, you don't de- 
ſign to be impertinent But my Lips have a certain 
roughneſs on em to Day, han't they? | 
_ Fain, kiſeng] No they are all Softneſs——Thei 
delicious Sweetneſs is ine xpreſſible Here Lan- 
guage fails Let me applaud Thy Lips not by the Ut- 
terance, but the Touch of Mine, 


. Enter 
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© Enter Clerimont Sen. drawing his Sword. 


| Cler. Sen Ha, Villain! Rayiſher! Invader of my 
Bed and Honour! draw. r 

Mrs. Cler. What means this Inſolence this In- 
truſion into my Privacy? What, do you come into 
my very Cloſet without knockiag? Who put this in- 
to your Head? n eats 

Cler. Sen. My Injuries have alarm'd me, and TI} 
bear no longer, but ſacrifice your Bravado, the Au- 
thor of em. 

Mrs, Cler. Oh]! poor Mr. FainloveMuſt ke die 
for his Complaiſance, and innocent Freedoms with 
me? How could you, if you might? Oh! the ſweet 
Youth! What, fight Mr. Fainiove What will the La- 
dies ſay ? Api; 

. Fain, Let me come at the Intruder on Ladies pri- 
vate Hours The unfaſhionable Monſter l' pre- 
vent all future Interruption from him Let me 
come [Drawing his Sword, 

Mrs. Cler. © the brave pretty Creature! Look at 
his Youth and Innocence He is not made for ſuch 
rough Encounters Stand behind me Poor Fain- 
love !——There is not a Viſit in Town, Sir, where 

ou ſhall not be diſplay'd at full length for this lntru- 


Bed 


er. Sen. I obey you, Madam, for Diſtance is be · 
coming in no Man but an Husband——[ Giving her the 
Letter which ſhe reads, and falls into a Swoon,] Vue gone 
tqo far [ kiſmg ber] The lmpertinenc was guilty 

nothing but what my Indiſcretion led her to 
This is the firſt Kiſs I've had theſe fix Weeks but 
ſhe awakes= — 3 | 
Well, Zenny, you topp'd your part, indeed Come 
to my Arms thou ready willing Fa 
no Vanities, no Niceties; but art thankful for every 


Inſtant 


— 
3 


on— I baniſh you for ever from my Sight and 


ir One Thou haſt *- 
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Inſtant of Love that I beſtow on the. 
| [ Embracing her. 
Mrs. Cler. What, am I then abus'd? Is it a Wench 
then of bis? Oh me! Was ever poor abus'd Wife, 
poor innocent Lady thus injur'd! | 
[Roms and ſeizes Fainlove's Sword. 
Cler. Sen. Oh the brave pretty Creature Hurt 
Mr. Fainlove! Look at his Youth, his Innocence 
Ha! ha! | | [Interpoſmg . 
Fain, Have a Care, have a Care, dear Sir I know 
by my ſelf ſhe'll have no Mercy. 
Mrs. Cler. Ill be the Death of her Let me come 
on Stand from between us, Mr. Clerimont——1 
would not hurt you. [P uſhing and crying. 
Cler. Sen. Run, _ Jenny. ** [Exit Jenny, 
[ Looks at her upbraidi e he ſpeaks. 
Well, Madam, are theſe 8 you 
claim d of me? Have 1 delery'd this? How has there 
been a Moment of yours ever interrupted with the 
real Pangs I ſuffer? The daily Importunitics of Cre- 
ditors, who become ſs by fcrving your profuſe Vani-. 
ties: Did I ever murmur at 11 any of your 
Diverſions, while'I believ'd em (as you call'd em) 
harmleſs? Muſt then thoſe Eyes that us d to glad m 
Heart with their familiar Brightnefs, bang down with 
| Guilt? Guilt has transform'd thy whole Perſon; nay, 
the very memory of it —— Fly from my growing 
Paſſion. ' 
+ Mrs. Cler. I cannot fly, nor bear it Oh! look 
Cler. Sen. What can you ſay, ſpeak quickly. 
en | [Offering to draw. 
Mx. Cler. I never ſaw you moy'd before Don't 
murder me impenirent; I'm wholly in your Power as 
1 Criminal, but remember 1 have been ſo, in a tender 
rd. ö 
"Cher. Sen. But how have you conſider d that Re- 
gard? 


Mys. Cler. 
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Mrs. Cler. 1s't poſſible you can forgive what you 
enſaar'd me into? Oh, look at me kindly— You 
know | have only err'd in my Intention, nor ſaw my 
Danger, till, by this honeſt Art, you had ſhown-me 
what tis to venture to the utmoſt Limit of what is 
lawful. You laid that Train; I'm ſure, to alarm, not 
to betray, my Innocence Mr. Clerimont ſcorns 
ſuch Baſeneſs ! Therefore 1 knee I weep — I 
am convinc'd. | {Kneels, 
[ Takes her up embracing her, 
Cler. Sen. Then knee), and weep no more my 
Faire ſ. my Reconcil'd! —— Be ſo in a Moment, 
for ka Y I cannot (without wringing my owa 
Heart) give you leaſt Compuntion—— Be in Hu- 
mour-— It ſhall be your on Fault, if ever there's a 
ſerious Word more on this Subject. | 
Ars. Cier. I muſt correſt every Idea that riſes in 
my Mind, and learn every Geſture of my Body a- 
new) I deteſt the thing I was. | 
Cler. Sen, No, no—— You muſt not do ſo— Our 
Joy and Gref. Honour and Reproach, are the ſame; 
you muſt ſlide out of your Foppery by degrees, ſo 


that it may appear your own Act. 
Mrs. Cler But this Wenchlannnn—, , - G 
Cler. Sen. She is already out of your Way You 
ſhall ſee the Cataſtrophe of her Fate yourſelf——But 
ſtill keep up the fine Lady till we go out of Town=-. 
You may return to it with as t Airs as you 
pleaſce—— And now P've ſhown you your Error, I'm 
in ſo good Humour as to repeat you a Couplet on the 
Octalion — 20e ö 1 


14 They only who gain Minds, true Lawrels wear: 
Tis leſs to conquer, than convince, the Fair. ¶ Exe. 


Enten 
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Enter Pounce with Papers. 
©» [4 Table, Chairs, Pen, Ink and Paper. 


Pounce. Tis a Delight to gall theſe old Raſcals, and 
ſet em at variance about Stakes which I know neither 


of em will ever have Poſſeſſion of. 


Enter Tipkin and Sir Harry. 


Tip. Do you deſign, Sir Harry, that they ſhall have 
an Eſtate in their own Hands, and keep Houſe them- 
ſelves, poor Things? 

Sir Har. No, no, Sir, I know better ; they ſhall 
godownintothe Country, and live with me, not touch 
a Farthing of Money, but having all Things neceſſa- 
ry provided, they hall go tame about the Houſe, and 
Breed. 

Jip. Well, Sir Harry, then conſidering che all — 
man Things are ſubject to change, it behoves every 
Man that has a juſt Senſe of . to take care 
„ 0z it no Hz of 514 we wal 
Sir Har. I don't know what you mean, \ Brother 
What do you drive at, Brother? | 

Tip. This Inſtrument is executed by y you, your 
Son, and my Neice;-which: diſcharges, me of 0 

troſpects iu to 100 
Sie Har. It is confeſs 'd, Brother; but whe then — 

Tip. All that remains is, That you pay me for the 
young: Lady's Twelve ears Board, as alſo all other 
Charges; as wearing Apparel, G un 
Sir Har, What * vou ſay? Did 1 give you my 
Diſcharge from all Retroſpects, as you call it, and 
after all, do you come with this and t'other, and all 
that? L nd you are, 1 all you; Sir, to your Face, I 
find you ate! 

Th. I find too what you are, Sir Henry. 

Sir Har. What am I, Sir? What am 1? 


Tip. Why, Sir, * are angry. 


vir 
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Sir Hay. Sir, 1 ſcorn your Words, I am not an- 
gry Mr. Pounce is my Witneſs, I am as gentle as 
a Lamb Would it not make any Fleſh alive 
angry, to ſee a cloſe Hunks come after all with a 
Demand o | 
_ Fip. Mr. Pownce, pray inform Sir Harry in this 
Point. * | 

' Pounce, Indeed, Sir Harry, 1 muſt tell you plaioly, 
that Mr, Tipkin, in this, demands nothing but what 
he may recover For tho' this Caſe may be confi- 
der'd Multifariam; that is to fay, as tis uſually, com- 
- monly, Vicatim, or vulgarly exprefs'd——Yet, I fay, 
when we only obſerve, that the Power is ſettled as 
the Law requires, Aſſenſu Patris, by the Conſent of 
the Father —— That Circumſtance imports you are 
well acquainted with the Advantages which accrue to 
your Family, by this Alliance, which corroborates 
Mr. Tipkin's Demand, and avoids all Objections that 
can be made. | | . 
2 Har. Why then, I find, you are his Adviſer in 

this 

Pounce. Look e, Sir Harry, to ſhow you l love to 
promote among my Clients a good 8 
tho* Mr. Tipkin may claim Four Thouſand Pounds, 
Fit engage tor him, and I know him ſo well, that 
he ſhall take Three thoutand nine hundred and nine- 
7 eight Pound, four Shillings, and eight Pence Far- 
thing. | | 

Tip. Indeed, Mr, Pounce, you are too hard upon me. 

Pownce. You muſt conlider a little, Sir Harry is your 
Brother. | Az 

Sir Har. Three thouſand nine bundred and ninety 
eight Pound, four Shillings, and eight Pence Farthing! 
For what, I ſay? For what, Sir? P 

Pownce, For what, Sir! For what ſhe wanted, Sir? 
a fine Lady is always in want, Sir Her very Clothes 
would como to that Money in half the time, 


Sir 


154 The Tender Husbaud: Or, 


Sir Har. Three thouſand nine hundred and ninety 
eight Pounds, four Shillings, and eight Pence Farthing 
for Clothes ! Pray, how many Suits does ſhe wear out 
in a Year? 

Pounce. Oh, dear Sir, a fire Lady's Clothes are not 
old by being worn, but by being ſeen. 


Sir Har. Well, III fave ber Clothes for the future, 


after I bave got her into the Country ——1'll warrant 
her ſhe ſhall not appear more in this wicked Town, 
where Clothes are worn out by Sigl And as to 
what you demand, I tell you, Sir. tis Extortion. 

Tip. Sir Harry, do you accuſe me of Extortion? 

Sir Har. Yes, I ſay Extortion. 

Tip. Mr. Ponce, write down that———There are ve⸗ 
ry good Laws provided againſt Scandal and Calumny 
— Loſs of Reputation may tend to loſs of Money 

Pounce. Lem, For having accus'd Mr. Tipkin of Ex- 
tortion. | 

Sir Hay. Nay, if you come to your Items—Looky*, 
Mr. Tipkin, this is an Inventory of ſuch Goods as were 
left to my Neice Bridget by her deceas'd Father, and 
which I expe ſhall be forth-coming at her Marriage 
to my Son —— 

Imprimis, A golden Locket of her Mother's, with 
ſomething very Ingenious in Latin on the inſide of 


Item, A couple of Muſquets with two Shoulder-belts 
and Bandeliers. 8.8 A. 
Item, A large Silver Caudle · Cup, with a true Story 
engraven on it. | | 
Pounce. But, Sir Harry 12 
Sir Har. Item, A Baſe Viol with al moſt all the Strings 
to it, and only a ſmall hole on the Back. ns 
Pounce. But nevertheleſs, Sir—— - | 
Sir Har, This is the Furniture of my Brother's Ged- 
| Chamber that follows—— A Suit of Tapeſtry Hang- 
inge, with the Story of Judi and Holofernes, —4 
; only 
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only where the Head ſhould have been off an old 
Bedſted curiouſly wrought about the Poſts, confiſting 
of two Load of Timber, A Hoan, a Baſin, three 
Razors, and a Comb-Caſe Look ye, Sir, you ſ:e 
I can Item its 

Pownce, Alas, Sir Harry, if you had ten Quire of 
Ttems, cis all anſwer'd in the Word Retroſpect. 

Sir Har. Why then, Mr. Pownce and Mr. Tiptin, you 
are both Raſcals. | N 
Nip. Do you call me Raſcal, Sir Harry? 

Sir Har. Yes, Sir. 

" Write it down, Mr. Pounce at the end of the 
af. 

Sir Har. If you have room, Mr. Pounce. Put down 
Villain, Son of a Whore, Curmudgeon, Hunks, and 
Scoundrel. 

Tip. Not ſo faſt, Sir Harry, he cannot write fo faſt; 
yeu are at the Word Villain — Son of a Whore, I 
take it, was next— You may make the Account as 
large as you pleaſe, Sir Harry. "8 

Sir Har. Come, come, I won't be us'd thur= 


Hark y., Sirrab, draw What do youdo at this end 
- the Town withour a Sword! Draw, I 
J 


Tip. Sir Harry, you are a Military Man, a Colonel 
of the Militia, A | | 

Sir Har. I am fo, Sirrah, and will run ſuch an Ex- 
torting Dog as you through the Guts, to ſhow the Mi- 
litia is uſeful. "Is 

Pownce, Oh dear, Oh dear How am I con- 
cern'd to ſee Perſons of your Figure thus moy'd? 
The Wedding is coming in We'll ſettle theſe 
Things afterwards, 

Tip. I am calm. | 

Sir Har. Tipkin, live theſe two Hour but 


— 
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Enter Humphry leading Neice, Mrs, Clerimont led by 
Fainlove, Captain Cleri mont and Clerimont Sen, 


Pounce. Who are theſe? Hey-day, who are theſe, 
Sir Harry ? Ha! | | 3 
Sir Har, Some Frolick, 'tis Wedding - day —— n 

matter. 181 | 

Hump. Haw, haw ; Father — Maſter Unkle — 
Come, you muſt tir your Stumps, you muſt Dance 
Come, old Lads, kiſs the Lac ies 

Mrs. Cler. Mr. Tipkin, Sir Harry —— I beg Pardon 
for an Introduction ſo Mal a propos —— 1 know \ud- 
den Familiarity is not the Engliſh way— Alas, Mr. Gub- 
bm, this Father and Unkle of yours muſt be ne mo- 
del'd —— How they ſtare both of em! 

Sir Har. Hark y', Numps, who is this you have 
brought hither? Is it not the famous fine Lady Mrs. Cle- 
rimont —— What a Pox did you let her come near 
your Wife? | 

Hump. Look y', don't expoſe your ſelf, and play 
ſome mad Country Prank to diſgrace me before her— 


I ſhall be laugh'd at, becauſe ſhe knows I underſtand 


better. 
Mes. Cler. I Congratulate, Madam, your coming out 
of the Bondage of a Virgin State——— A Woman can't 
do what ſhe will properly till ſhe's marry'd. 

Sir Har. Did you hear what ſhe ſaid to your Wife? 


Enter Aunt before a Service of Diſhes, 


Aunt. So, Mr. Bridegroom, pray take that Napkin, 
and ſerve your Spouſe to Day, according to Cuſtom. 

Humph. Mrs. Clerimont, pray know my Aunt. 

Mrs. Cler. Madam, Imuſt beg your Pardon ; Ican't 
poſlibly like all that vaſt load of Meat that you are 
ſending in to Table — beſides, tis ſo offenſively 
ſweet, it wants that Haut-gout we are ſo delighted 


with in France, 
| Auni 


little Sawcers are ſo much more Polite 
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- Aunt, You'll pardon it, ſince we did not expect 

you. Who is this? [ Ade. 

Mrs. Cler. Oh, Madam, I only ſpeak for the future, 

| Look y',. 

I'm perfectly for the French way, where - e er I'm ad- 
mitted, I take the whole upon me. 

Sir Har. The French, Madam ——— I'd have you 
to know 

Mrs.Cler. You'll not like it at firſt, out of a natural 
Engliſh Sullenneſs, but that wil! come upon you by de- 

recs When I firſt went into France, I was mor 
tally afraid of a Frog, but in a little time I cou'd eat 
nothing elſe, except Sallads. 

Aunt. Eat Frogs! have I kiſs'd one that has eat 
Frogs Paw! Paw! 

Mrs. Cler. Oh, Madam —— A Frog and a Sallad are 
delicious Fare tis not long come up in France it. 
ſelf, but their Glorious Monarch has introduc'd the 
Diet which-makes'em fo Spiritual He eradicated” 
all groſs Food by Taxes, and for the Glory of the 
Monarch ſent the Subject a grazicg; but I tear Ideſer 


the Entertainment and Diverſion of the Day. 


Hump. Now Father, Unkle— —before we go 
any further, I think tis neceſſiry we know who and 
who's together -— then I give either of you two 
Hours to gueſs which ismy Wife And 'tis not my 
Couſin ſo far Ii] tell you. 

Sir Har. How! What do you ſay? But oh! ——- 
you mean ſhe is not your Conlin now ſhe's nearer 
a-kin, that's wellenough Well ſaid Numps —— 
Ha, ha, ha. 
_ Hump, No, I don't mean fo, I tell you, 1 don't 
mean ſo —— My Wife hides her Face under her Hat. 
| [ All looking at F. inlove. 

ot What does the Puppy mean? His Wife under 

A Hat! 


oy Hump. 
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Hump. Ay, ay, that's ſhe, that's ſhe A good 
Jeſt faith | 1 

Sir Har. Hark y', Numps —— what doſt mean, 

Child—— Is that a Woman, and are you really mar- 


ry d to her? | 
Hump. I am ſure of both, 02.4 
"Sir Har. Are you ſo. Sirrah? then, Sirrah, this is 


your og inner, Sirrah —— Do you ſee, Sirrah, 
here's Roaſt: Meat. : 
* Hump. Oh bo! what, beat a marry'd Mau! Hold 
kim, Mr. Clerimont, Brother Pownce, Mr, Wife; No 
Body ftand by a young marry'd Man! | 
Rums behind Fainlove. 
Sir Hay. Did not the Dog ſay, Brother Paunce? what, 
is this Mrs. Ragoun — This Madam Clerimont! Who 
the Devil are you all, but” eſpecially who the Devil 
are you two? 
[ Bears Humpbry and Fainlove off the Stage, following. 
" Tip. [afide.] Maſter Poumce, all my Neice's Fortune 
will be demanded now for 1 ſuppoſe that Red 
Coat has her — - Don't you think you and I had 
tetter break? | | | 
Pownce. You may do ſo as foon as you pleafe, but tis 
my lutereſt to be honeſt a little longer. 
Tip. Well, Biddy, fince you would not accept of 


your Couſin, I hope you han't diſpos'd of your ſelf 


elſewhere. _ 
Neice. If you'll for a little while ſuſpend your Curi- 
oſity. you ſhall have the whole Hiſtory of my Amour 
to this my Nuptial- day. under the Title of the Loves of 
Clerimont and Partheniſſa. | 
| Tip. Then, Madam, your Portion is in fafe Harids — 
Cler. Come, come, old Gentleman, *tis in vain to 
contend; Here's honeſt Mr. Pownce ſhall be my En- 
gineer, and III warrant you we beat you out of all 
your Holds 


Aunt, 
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Ant. What then is Mi. Pounce a Rogue? he muſt 
have ſome Trick, Brother, it cannot be; he mult 
have cheated t'other fide, for lm ſure he's honeſt, 
Cler. Sen, Mr. Pownce, all your Siſter has won of this 
Lady, ſhe has honeſtly put into my Hands, and Fi 
_ refurn it her, at this Lady's particular Requeſt. 
| : 2 N [To Pounce « 
Ponnce. And the Thoufand Pounds you promis d in 
your Brother's behalf, I'm willing ſhcu'd be hers alſo. 
Cler. Then go in, and bring em all back to make 
the beſt of an ill Game, we'll eat the Dinner, and have 
a Dance together, or we ſhall tranſgreſs all Form. 


Re-enter Faitilove, Humyphry, and Sir Harry. 

Sir Har. Well, fince you ſay you are worth ſome- 
thing, and the Boy has ſet his Heart upon you, III 
have patience till I ſee further, 

Pounce. Come, come, Sir Harry, you ſhall find my 
Alliance more conſiderable than you imagine, the 
Pounces are a Family that will always have Money, if 
there's any in the World — Come, Fiddles, 


DANCE. bere. 


Cler. You've ſeen th Exrræams of the DomeſficÞ Life, 
£4 Son too mur confin'd —— too free a Wife ;; 
By generous Bonds yous either ſhom d'reftr ans, 
And only en rheir Inclinations gain; 
Wroes to obey muſt love. Chnaren revere, 
While oniy Slaves are govern d by their Fear. 


EPL. 
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EPILOGUE 
Spoken by Mr. Eaſtcourt. 


Ritons, who conſtant War, with factious Rage, 
For Liberty againſt each other wage, 
From Foreign Inſult ſave this Engliſh Stage. 
No more th Italian ſqualing Tribe admit, 
In Tongues unknown; tis Popery in Wit, 


The Songs (their ſelves confeſs) from Rome they bring; 


And tis High Maſs. for ought you know, they ſing. 
Huibands take Care, the Danger may come nigher, 
The Women ſay. their Eunuch is a Friar, 

But is it not a ſerious Ill to ſee 
Furope's great Arbiters ſo mean can be ; 
Paſſrve, with an affected Foy to ſit, 
Suſpend their native Taſte of Manly Wit; 
Neglect their Comic Humour, Tragic Rage, 
For known Defetts of Nature, and of Age? 
Ariſe for ſhame, ye Conquring Britons, riſe, 
Such unadorn d Effeminacy deſpiſe; 
Admire (if you will doat on Foreign Wit) 
Not what Italians Sing. but Romans Mit: 
So ſhall leſs Works, ſuch as to Night's ſlight Play, 
At your Command, with Fuſtice die away; 
* Till then forgive your Writers, that can't bear 
Ton ſhowd ſuch very Tramontanes appear, 
The Nations, which contemn you, to revere. 

Let Anna's Seil be known for all its Charms; 
As Fam'd for Lib'ral Sciences, as Arms : 
Let thoſe Deriſion meet, who would Advance 
Manners, or Speech, from Italy or France; 
Let them learn Ion, who wou d your Favour find; 
And Brgliſh be the Language of Mankind. 
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